Yunus Emre 
the lurkish 
Dervish in 15 
Languages 


English, Albanian, Bosnian, Croatian, Dutch, 
French, German, Italian, Macedonian, 
Norwegian, Russian, Spanish, Arabic 


Yunus Ешге the Turkish Dervish in 13 Languages 


English, Albanian, Bosnian, Croatian, Dutch, 
French, German, Italian, Macedonian, Norwegian, 
Russian, Spanish, Arabic 


СОМТЕМТ$ 
Yunus Emre's Authentic Life Story - 3 
English - 8 
Albanian - 125 
Bosnian - 131 
Croatian - 137 
Dutch - 175 
French - 205 
German - 244 
Macedonian - 277 
Italian - 287 
Norwegian - 340 
Russian - 352 
Spanish - 363 
Arabic - 389 


Sources - 394 


Yunus Emre's Authentic Life Story 


Yunus Emre was born in Sarikoy at a time when Mongols from the East and Crusaders from the 
West were oppressing Anatolian lands. This environment shapes his material and spiritual 
world. 


And as he pursues his quest, he often visits the cemetery to supplement his motivation. 


Yunus Emre questions himself: "Who am I?", "If we were going to die, why were we born?", 
"Every person who comes to the world should have a duty, and this duty should not be simple 
things like feeding, mating and multiplying; animals can do this" he says. 


As the days pass like this, due to the famine, the notables of the village decide to send Yunus 
Emre to the village of НипКаг Нас! Bektash Veli to get help. 


On the way, Yunus Emre thinks, "In our tradition, we don't go anywhere empty-handed, but 
there was nothing I could offer as a gift to the village of Hunkar" and he gathers hawthorns. 


He listens to the beauty and miracle of Haci Bektash Veli from the people he met while on the 
road. When he arrived at the village, the villagers living there say: "Have a rest; be our guest for 
three days. Then we'll do whatever you want". 


Yunus Emre was accepted into the Haci Bektash Veli's presence at the end of three days. 


By seeing the old, white-haired, and beautiful face of Haci Bektash Veli, Yunus Emre cannot 
understand the source of the secret of this beauty. 


Yunus kisses Veli's hand and briefly explains the situation and asks for wheat for his villagers. 
Hunkar smiles at this hasty attitude of Yunus and asks after the silence: 


-"Do you want breath or wheat?" 


Yunus Emre replied, "My villager is hungry, I want wheat". Hiinkar insists: "Well, do you want 
as much breath as every hawthorn seed you bring, or do you want wheat?" 


Yunus again silently says: -"I want wheat, my villager is hungry." 


Hunkar continues to insist; "What if I give 'breath' as much as each seed of the hawthorn, would 
you like wheat again?" Yunus Emre replied, "Sir, I don't know what the breath is for, the people 
of the village are looking forward to wheat." When Haci Bektash Veli sees that his insistence will 
not help, he says: "Okay, my child, let it be as you want" and gives permission to Yunus Emre. 


On the way back to his village, Yunus Emre said: "What was the breath is for? Should I have said 
explain it first?" During these interrogations, lightning flashes in his heart: What Hunkar called 
breath was wisdom, truth, resurrection... Yunus Emre realizes that Hunkar Haci Bektash 
offered him immortality, the resurrection of the heart. And he realizes the mistake he made. 


Thus, Yunus Emre returns his cart to Нас! Bektash Veli's village halfway through. However, 
Hunkar says, "We presented the key to his heart to Taptuk Emre, let him take his breath from 
him, he is one of us." 


Arriving at Taptuk Emre’s Door 


After Yunus Emre put the wheats in his village and explain everything that happened, he goes 
to Taptuk Emre's dervish lodge. In the presence of Taptuk Emre, he says to him "Give me the 
breathe of life, make me the man" and he is accepted into the dervish lodge. 


Yunus the Lumberjack 


Taptuk Emre gives Yunus the task of carrying wood. Yunus Emre cuts woods by saying 
"Distorted wood does not suit my sheik's lodge" and spends his day looking for good woods. 


But one day, he realizes that he did not take the rope with which he tied the woods, and he 
panics. While he is in a panic, a thick black snake comes to his aid and clings to the woods. Yunus 
Emre understands what is going on. He is very calm as he grabs the black snake, loads it on his 
back, and leaves the wood at the door of the lodge. When the snake's task is finished, it dissolves 
and slips through the door. 


Other Disciples 


By seeing this, the other followers of Taptuk Emre are astonished and jealous of Yunus Emre. 
They spread rumors that Yunus Emre has an eye on Taptuk Emre's daughter and his place. One 
day, these disciples confront Taptuk Emre and convey their unrealistic claims about Yunus 
Emre to him. Taptuk Emre answers them as follows: "Then go, beat him well, and he will come 
to his senses. Then kick him out the door”. 


During the attack of the followers, Yunus Emre's head is on the threshold and he says: 
"Alhamdulillah, my head is still inside." At that moment, Taptuk Emre makes a scream and says: 
"Enough, let him go, I finally found One!" 


Taptuk Emre hugs Yunus Emre and heals all his wounds. Taptuk says to other disciples: "You 
were waiting for an opportunity, I allowed it for a moment, you almost smashed him." and got 
angry with them. 


The Tables from the Sky 


Yunus Emre left the dervish lodge after the incident by asking permission from his mentor 
Taptuk Emre. Yunus Emre, who comes across two dervishes on the way, asks them where they 
are going, and they answer: "We are subject to the Zuhurat, we go whichever way our path 
turns." Yunus Emre asks permission and joins them. Along the way, one of the saints who are 
hungry and then the other prays to Allah for a table to come down from the sky, and their wishes 
come true. When they are hungry for the third time, they say to Yunus Emre: "Dervish! It's your 
turn. Make a prayer and let's see." 


Yunus Бу not knowing what to do, raises his hands: "O'Lord, do not embarrass your poor 
servant, I want those meals for the sake of whomever your beloved servants wanted those 
meals." 


As soon as his prayer is over, they see that not one but two tables have come down from the sky. 
Thereupon, the saints ask: "O'Strange dervish, we prayed, one table came down, you prayed, 
two tables came down. What's the point of this? For whose sake did you want this table?” 


Yunus Emre says: "By whose name did you wish? Tell me first, and then I will tell you". 
Dervishes said; “We took a look at the Mana realm and scanned it. We saw a man named Yunus, 
who had a high rank in the sight of Allah and his great sake. We asked for his respect” they 
replied. By hearing this, all the particles of Yunus begin to tremble and he says: "O'Taptuk, oh 
my Sultan; It turns out that I didn't know what you've done to me, what kind of maturity you've 
brought me, how you prepared me" he laments. 


He says; "Never mind, I'm going back" to the dervishes who say "So, on whose behalf did you 
pray?" and Yunus starts walking towards Taptuk. 


Coming Back to the Taptuk 


Yunus Emre arrives at the lodge. Taptuk Emre's old lady said to him, "Yunus, I love you, my 
son. You are an honest, hardworking, well-behaved child. I know they treated you unfairly. 
However, after you, my Taptuk was very upset. With the pain of losing you, he has lost his eyes; 
because of crying every day.” After hearing this news, Yunus's regret increases even more. 


Yunus begs Taptuk's old lady, "I beg you, please fix things between me and Taptuk; make our 
peace.” Hadji the Mother said, “He will go out to make ablution soon, he is walking with a cane 
because his eyes can't see. You lie down on that threshold, when the cane sticks to you, he asks, 
"Who is this?" I say Yunus, and if he says, "Which Yunus?" go away without making a sound, it 
means he is very angry with you; If he says, " Is this our Yunus?" then you can hug him and kiss 
his hands". 


Yunus starts to wait at the door. Taptuk's footsteps are heard and the walking stick is caught by 
Yunus. Taptuk asks: "What is in this place?" He gets the answer, "Yunus, sir" and Taptuk asks, 
"Is it our Yunus?" Yunus Emre said, "Forgive me, forgive me. What did you give me, but I did 
not understand it," he cries, sobbing. 


Thereupon, Taptuk Emre says: 


- "Yunus, we have prepared you as a closed box for our Lord. We were going to present it as a 
gift without opening it, but you rushed it, you opened the box. It won't be closed after that, 
whatever comes to your heart, tell the world now. You are in love now, you are a lover of God. 
You love everyone. You also love those who beat you to death. Your job is to love now. Your job 
is to be useful to society, no one is your enemy, Yunus, because you also love those who are 
hostile to you, no one can be angry with you." 


Yunus has been introduced to everyone in this way. Words drip from Yunus Emre's heart after 
that day. Yunus by expressing these ensures that everyone is astonished. Yunus Emre and 
Taptuk Emre talk, settle down, keep silent and look at each other with love of Allah... 


Coming Towards the End 


Taptuk Emre calls Yunus Emre to his presence again one day, his eyes are swollen from crying. 
At that moment, Yunus Emre knows that the fire falling in his heart is the fire of separation. 
Taptuk Emre bids him farewell as follows: 


"Come, my Yunus, the light of my eyes, the light of my heart. I don't know how to live without 
your conversation, But there is one thing I know very well. Two lions don't sit on one coat either. 
The way appeared to you, precious of the One. Go, serve for One the Allah, tell Allah 
everywhere. Resurrect the dead souls with this breath you take from us." 


And Taptuk Emre continues his consolation as follows: 


"Don't worry, we are one, you are in me, I am in you. We are united with Allah, we are not 
separated. Thank goodness we found unity. No one has the power to separate us now.” 


By hearing these divine words, Yunus suddenly comes to his senses and realizes the truth of 
Allah. 


On the Road Again 


On the way back, Yunus meets the Khorasan saints and asks them where they are going. They 
also say that they are going to the dervish lodge of Rumi Sultan. Yunus heard the name of Rumi 
a lot, but could not find the opportunity to meet with him. Thus, Yunus Emre continues on his 
way with the saints of Khorasan. 


One of the dervishes wants semolina halva and calls out to Mevlana: 


"My Sultan, we come from a long way. We are hungry, even if you cook us a halvah, we would 
eat it". 


Others affirm this request in unison. Yunus is silent. 
Meeting with Rumi the Dervish 


When they arrive in Konya, the smell of halva comes from the door of the dervish lodge, and the 
dervishes realize that they have been heard by the Sultan and smile. Mevlana greets them by 
standing. He hugs and smells them one by one, saying: "Welcome the saints of Allah, welcome 
my dears", but he can't seem to find what he's looking for. 


And dervish Mevlana asks: "You wanted halva, so I had it made. One of you wanted my essence, 
my truth. So where is he? I cant see it?" 


At that moment, Yunus comes to mind. Amid the hum of the dervishes, one of them says: "I 
wonder where has he gone, this is strange, we went inside together?" Mevlana's eye catches the 
eye of a person standing bent over his knees behind the door. Yunus Emre, who can not say "I 
am here, I wanted you" from his decency, sits silently in tears. Mevlana said, "My dear!" in a 
voice resembling a groan, and he moves towards Yunus and hugs him. 


While Mevlana tries to satisfy his longing for Shams with Yunus Emre, the people of Konya start 


the rumors by saying: "Is there a new Shams?...” 
But there is something they do not know; Rumi says the following about Yunus: "Wherever I 
went to divine destinations, I saw the footprint of a Turkmen dervish." 


Afterward, St. Rumi the Mevlana calls Husameddin Celebi and tells him to read the great 
Mesnevi to Yunus Emre. Husameddin Celebi reads one page after another from Mesnevi. In the 
end, Yunus says with another look and voice in an unknown state: 


- "I took on flesh and bones, I appeared as Yunus." 


Hearing this, Mevlana smiles and silences Husameddin Celebi. And he says, "We took too long, 
Husameddin, look, Yunus can sum it up in one sentence." 


When Yunus comes to himself, he says, "Did I do something wrong?" and looks at Rumi's face. 
However, He can see nothing but contentment on Mevlana's face. 


Meanwhile, the people of Konya are boiling and Yunus Emre realizes that it is time to go. 
Although Rumi said to Yunus, "Don't go, you're a balm for my wound," Yunus said, "I was told 
to go, travel and tell. I have to keep going until I'm told to stop. It is not good for us to stay in 
one place for a long time” and says goodbye. 


Yunus travels through Anatolia, Syria and Azerbaijan. There is great disagreement about where 
he was born and where he was buried. But we know that wherever Yunus is remembered, he is 
there; so all burial places are considered correct. 


Yunus was born in the heart of Anatolia and was buried in the hearts of lovers. 


ENGLISH 
1 
Whoever is given the dervish path 
may his posturing cease and may he shine. 


May his breath become musk and amber. 
May whole cities and homelands 
gather fruit from his branches. 


May his leaves be healing herbs for the sick. 
May much good work be done in his shadow. 


May his tears become a clear lake. 
May reeds sprout between his toes. 


And among all the poets and nightingales 
in the Friend's garden, 
may Yunus hop like a partridge. 


2 

If I told you about a land of love, 
friend, would you follow me and come? 
In that land are vineyards 

that yield a deadly wine- 

no glass can hold it. 

Would you swallow it as a remedy? 


The people there must suffer. 
Would you serve the sweetest drink to others 
and take the bitter drink yourself? 


There are no moons or suns there. 
Nothing waxes or wanes. 

Would you surrender your plans 
and forget about seductions? 


Here we're made of water, earth, fire, and air. 
Yunus, tell us, is this what you're made of? 


3 
Ask those who know, 
what's this soul within the flesh? 


Reality's own power. 
What blood fills these veins? 


Thought is an errand boy, 
fear a mine of worries. 
These sighs are love's clothing. 


Who is the Khan оп the throne? 


Give thanks for His unity. 

He created when nothing existed. 
And since we are actually nothing, 
what are possessions, houses, shops? 


God sent us here 

to come and see the world. 

This world itself is not everlasting. 
What are all of Solomon's riches? 


Ask Yunus and Taptuk 

what the world means to them. 
The world won't last. 

What are You? What am I? 


4 
We entered the house of realization, 
we witnessed the body. 


The whirling skies, the many-layered earth, 
the seventy-thousand veils, 
we found in the body. 


The night and the day. the planets, 

the words inscribed on the Holy Tablets, 

the hill that Moses climbed, the Temple, 

and Israfil's trumpet, we observed in the body. 


Torah, Psalms, Gospel, Quran - 
what these books have to say, 
we found in the body. 


Everybody says these words of Yunus 
are true. Truth is wherever you want it. 
We found it all within the body. 


5 

The drink sent down from Truth, 
wedrankit, glorybetoGod. 

And we sailed over the Ocean of Power, 
glory be to God. 


Beyond those hills and oak woods, 
beyond those vineyards and gardens, 
we passed in health and joy, glory be to God. 


We were dry, but we moistened. 
We grew wings and became birds, 
we married one another and flew, 
glory be to God. 


To whatever lands we came, 

in whatever hearts, in all humanity, 

we planted the meanings Taptuk taught us, 
glory be to God. 


Come here, let's make peace, 

let's not be strangers to one another. 
We have saddled the horse 

and trained it, glory be to God. 


We became a trickle that grew into a river. 
We took flight and dove into the sea, 
and then we overflowed, glory be to God. 


We came down to the valley for winter, 
we did some good and some bad things. 
Now it's spring and we'll return, glory be to God. 


We became servants at Taptuk's door. 
Poor Yunus, raw and tasteless, 
finally got cooked, glory be to God. 


6 

Let's say the name of Allah all the time. 
Let's see what my Lord does. 

Let's travel the Way always. 

Let's see what my Lord does. 


Just when you least expect it, 
suddenly the veil is lifted. 
The remedy arrives in time. 
Let's see what my Lord does. 


What did Yunus do? 

What did he do? 

He found a straight Path, 
held the hand of a guide. 
Let's see what my Lord does. 


7 

The mature ones are a sea. 

A lover is needed to take the plunge, 
a diver to bring up a pearl. 


10 


When you have brought 
the pearl to the surface, 
ajeweler is needed to know its worth. 


Stay on the road until you arrive. 
Be speechless. Don't become a salesman. 
Find an ‘Ali to follow. 


Muhammed knew Truth in himself. 
Truth is present everywhere. 
You only need eyes to see it. 


Ask your daily sustenance from Truth, 
the only Apportioner.* Find someone 
who is master of his ego. 


The lovers asked me to sing. 
Someone without greed is needed 
to complete what is started. 


Sufi, who are you kidding? 
Can anyone but Truth 
satisfy a human need? 


Truth's place is in the heart. 
There's a verse in the Quran—In the soul 
love has a tower higher than the throne of Creation. 


I've gone crazy on this Way. 
I can't tell day from night. 
The arrow of Love has pierced my heart. 


Come, poor Yunus, come, 
hold the hands of the mature. 
In their humility is a cure. 


*see: Quran-. Sura XLIII, 32... 


8 
Our laws are different from other laws. 
Our religion is like no other. 


It is different from the seventy-two sects. 
We are guided by different signs, 


in this world and hereafter. 


Without the cleansing of visible waters, 


11 


without any movement of hands, feet, or head — 
we worship. 


Whether at the Kaaba*, 
in the mosque, or in ritual prayer, 
everyone carries their own disease. 


Which labels refer to whom, no one really knows. 
Tomorrow it will be clear who abandoned the religion. 


Yunus, renew your soul, be remembered as a friend, 
Know this power. Listen with the ears of love. 


*Kaaba: An ancient black cube in Mecca and the focal point ofthe Islamic Pilgrimage or Hajj. 


9 
Let the deaf listen to the mute. 
A soul is needed to understand them both. 


Without listening we understood. 
Without understanding we carried it out. 


On this Way, the seeker's wealth is poverty. 


We loved, we became lovers. 

We were loved, we became the beloved. 
When all is perishing moment by moment 
who has time to be bored? 


God divided His people into Seventy-two languages 
and borders arose. 


But poor Yunus fills the earth and sky, 
and under every stone hides a Moses. 


10 

I haven't come here to settle down. 

I've come here to depart. 

Iam a merchant with lots of goods, 
selling to whoever will buy. 

I didn't come to create any problems, 
I'm only here to love. 

A Heart makes a good home for the Friend. 
I've come to build some hearts. 

I'm a little drunk from this Friendship 
Any lover would know the shape I'm in. 
I've come to exchange my twoness, 

to disappear in One. 


12 


Не is my teacher. I am His servant. 

Iam a nightingale in His garden. 

I've come to the Teacher's garden 

to be happy and die singing. 

They say “Souls which know each other here, 
know each other there.” 

I've come to know a Teacher 

and to show myself as I am. 


11 

A single word can brighten the face 
of one who knows the value of words. 
Ripened in silence, a single word 
acquires a great energy for work. 


War is cut short by a word, 

and a word heals the wounds, 
and there's a word that changes 
poison into butter and honey. 


Let a word mature inside yourself. 
Withhold the unripened thought. 
Come and understand the kind of word 
that reduces money and riches to dust. 


Know when to speak a word 

and when not to speak at all. 

A single word turns a universe of hell 
into eight paradises. 


Follow the Way. Don't be fooled 

by what you already know. Be watchful. 
Reflect before you speak. 

A foolish mouth can brand your soul. 


Yunus, say one last thing 
about the power of words — 
Only the word "I" 

divides me from God. 


12 
Dervishood tells me, you cannot become a dervish. 
So what can I tell you? You cannot become a dervish. 


A dervish needs a wounded heart and eyes full of tears. 


He needs to be as easy going as a sheep. 
You can't be a dervish. 


13 


Не must be without hands when someone hits him. 
He must be tongueless when cursed. 

A dervish needs to be without any desire. 

You can't be a dervish. 


You make a lot of sounds with your tongue, meaningful things. 
You get angry about this and that. 
You can't be a dervish. 


If it were all right to be angry on this path, 
Muhammed himself would have gotten angry. 
Because of your anger, you can't be a dervish. 


Unless you find a real path, unless you find a guide, 
unless Truth grants you your portion, 
you can't be a dervish. 


Therefore, dervish Yunus, come, 
dive into the ocean now and then. 
Unless you dive in the ocean, you cannot be a dervish. 


13 
To be in love with love is to gain a soul, 
to sit on the throne of hearts. 


To love the world is to be afflicted. 
Later the secrets start to make sense. 


Don't be a bramble, 
become the rose. Let your maturity unfold. 
The brambles will only burn. 


Prayer was created by God so man could ask for help. 
It's too bad if you haven't learned to ask. 


Accept the breath of those who are mature- 
let it become your divining rod. 


If you obey your self, things turn out wrong. 


Renouncing the world is the beginning of worship. 
If you are a believer, believe this. 


Respect your parents and ancestry, 
and you will have fine green clothes of your own. 


If you earn the complaints of neighbors, 
You'll stay in Hell forever. 


14 


Yunus heard these words from the masters. 
If you need this advice, take it. 


They say one who is received by a heart 
becomes more beautiful. 


14 
True speech is the fruit of not speaking. 
Too much talking clouds the heart. 


If you want to clear the heart, 
say this much, the essence of all talking: 


Speak truly. God speaks through words truly spoken. 
Falsity ends in pain. 


Unless you witness all of creation in a single glance, 
you're in sin even with all your religion. 


The explanation of the Law is this: 
The Law is a ship. Truth is her ocean. 


No matter how strong the wood, 
the sea can smash the ship. 


The secret is this: 
A "saint" of religion may in reality be an unbeliever. 


We will master this science and read this book of love. 
God instructs. Love is His school. 


Since the glance of the saints fell on poor Yunus 
nothing has been a misfortune. 


15 
Leave appearances. Come to essence and meaning. 


Don't dwell in images or you'll never mature. 


The Way is amazing but don't be deceived. 
Let it be a wonder to see the Friend's face. 


Dress yourself in love. Set out on the Way to the Friend. 
Persevere and you'll have so much to see. 


From here to the city of Love three hundred oceans you'll travel, 
and after crossing them seven hells. 


15 


Let yourself burn up, burn to ashes in each one, 
until nothing's left of your body, except a very different one. 


The city of Reality has seven doors, and over a gate the words: 
Come in and know the power ofyour Lord. 


At the first door sits someone with a moon-like glow, 
secure, without blemish, who knows what it is to be poor. 


At the second door are two lions who've scared many away. 
At the third door are three dragons—but don't turn back. 


At the fourth door are four great saints. 
You carry this word as a sign and evidence for admission. 


At the fifth door are five monks 
with much to sell, but you are to buy nothing. 


At the sixth door sits a virgin, 
radiant as the moon, but don't go to her, 


because if you go to her and take her 
and satisfy yourself, you'll fall short of your goal. 


At the seventh door, seven great men of God 
will say to you: You're safe, 
come inside and meet the Friend. 


These words I've spoken are not outside the body. 
If you meditate you'll find them too. 


Yunus speaks every word from the One Word. 
If it is this ore you seek, you'll find it in humbleness. 


16 

That by which our hearts are held, 
whole worlds love it too. 

I can't deny the truth- 

many ways lead to the One. 


Those whom the Beloved loves, 

we must also love. 

If someone is a friend to the Friend, 
how can we afford not to be friends? 


If you would be a lover, 
befriend him who loves your Friend; 


16 


and if you cannot, 
don't call yourself a friend of mine. 


Whomever you tend to despise, 
hold dear instead. 

Don't belittle others, respect them. 
This is where the path leads. 


If your heart is filled with love, 
your way is sacrifice. 


Through sacrifice you will find your place 


in the ranks of Love. 


Hearts which truly love the Truth, 
Truth will open a door wide. 
Dismantle the house of selfishness. 
Put away your self-regard. 


High and low, enemy, neighbor, 
the Friend serves them all. 
Whoever wants to spread this word 
must first go out of his home. 


This counsel that Yunus gives 
is like buried gold. 

Those who love the Friend 
find peace in both worlds. 


17 

Oh Friend, when I began to love You, 
my intellect went and left me. 

I gazed at the rivers. I dove into the seas. 


But a spark of Love's fire 
can make the seas boil. 
I fell in, caught fire, and burned. 


A soul in love is free of worries. 
With love all problems left me. 
With love I became happy. 


When the nightingale saw the face 

of the red rose, it fell in love. 

I saw the faces of those who matured, 
and became a nightingale. 


I was a dead tree fallen onto the path. 
When a master threw me a glance 


17 


and brought me to life. 


Yunus, if you are a true lover, 
humble yourself. 
Humility was chosen by them all. 


18 
How strange I feel under the hand of this love. 
I can't see my way, under the hand of this love. 


Once I was the crown of the universe. 
Now I'm dirt to walk on, under the hand of this love. 


Like a lonely nightingale I call. 
Blood streams from my eyes, under the hand of this love. 


My face, like an autumn leaf, will glow, 
darken and die, under the hand of this love. 


On the Final Day with my collar torn 
let me weep, under the hand of this love. 


What can I do when I'm so far from Union? 
My back is bent, under the hand of this love. 


Yunus, you pray for Taptuk so much. 
Don't ask "What shall I do?" under the hand of this love. 


19 
What sweet news of love shall I deliver? 
Let me speak to those who will listen, one by one. 


At first, before earth or sky existed, 

without beginning, there was the ground of love, 
an infinite beginning, 

able to bring anything into existence. 


Those who gathered at this beginning 
saw the face of the Friend 

and became the souls of lovers. 

Ask them for news of love. 


Don't compare anything to love, 
it's not possible. 
Nothing substitutes for love 


in this world or the next. 


Be careful, the news of love is a trust. 


18 


Ве careful not to speak to just anyone. 


Among jewellers there's an unspoken rule: 
don't show a pearl to someone who won't know 
its worth. 


Yunus's mind was so filled with love, 
he couldn't hide his pain. 

Love spoke through him. 

He didn't choose to. 
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Beloved, Your love pierces stone. 
I lost head and soul in this love. 


I fill Your night and day with my sorrow. 
You've become a friend of my love. 


Someone who worries only about You 
is saved from many fears. 


The heart that falls into Your love, burns and burns. 
The one who gives himself to You, 
gives up everything else. 


Worldliness looks like a poison. 
Someone who lives with a vision of the End 
passes up poisons. 


Someone who is sane doesn't do the Work for wages. 
He doesn't become charmed by houries, 

he passes up their looks. 

A real lover gives his soul to Your house. 

Thousands sacrificed their souls just to talk with You. 


For the wise this world is a dream. 
Someone who gives himself to You, 
goes beyond dreams. 


Yunus's heart and eyes are filled with a love of Truth. 
In good conversation distinctions blur 
between stranger and friend. 
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My soul, 

the way of the masters 

is thinner than the thinnest. 

What blocked Solomon's way was an ant. 
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Night and day the lover's 
tears never end, 

tears of blood, 
remembering the Beloved. 


"The lover is outcast and idle," 
they used to tell me. 

It's true. 

It happened to me. 


I tried to make sense of the Four Books*, 
until love arrived, 
and it all became a single syllable. 


You who claim to be dervishes 

and to never do what God forbids - 
the only time you're free of sin 

is when you're in His hands. 


Two people were talking. 

One said, "I wish I could see this Yunus. 
"I've seen him," the other says, 

"He's just another old lover." 


* Torah, Psalms, Gospel, Quran, considered by Islamic tradition to be four Divinely revealed 
books. 
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Hey friends, whoever swore off love? 
What falling star ever set fire to the ocean? 


Beloved, the fire of Your love 

set the ocean of my heart aflame. 
Folks think it's strange how it boils 
and miracles come to the surface. 


A hundred thousand like Jesus and Moses 
wander aimlessly in Your love. 

Folks think it strange that the crocodile of love 
swallowed me too! 


Let the slave learn to swim 
before entering the ocean. 
The sea of love is bottomless, 


don't be surprised when you go down. 


An untrained eye mistakes a pearl for a bead 
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and sells it for almost nothing. 

Whoever doesn't see His Face here openly, 
tomorrow, wanders around aimless and 
unaware. 


Yunus says, "I serve a Master. 

Our Taptuk has the Face of the Friend." 
If this is hard to believe, 

do whatever else you can. 
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Do you know, my friends, where the real saints are? 
Wherever I look, wherever I want them, they're there. 


My words bounce off the loveless like an echo from stone. 
Do you know, whoever hasn't got at least an atom of love, 
lives in a wilderness? 


Don't be a liar, don't lie to love. 
Whoever lies here, earns a sentence in the other world. 


Oh, you unaware of Yourself, 

you don't understand the meaning of words, 
if you desire the realness of Truth, 

here it is in knowledge and in the Quran: 


If Allah says, "He is Mine," 

Allah keeps giving the realness of Love. 
Whoever has an atom of Love, 

has the realness of God within. 

Many people tell Yunus, 

"You're too old to be a lover," 

but this love is so new and fresh. 
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I wasn't sober until 
Idrank the wine of Love. 
I didn't know myself 
until I met a master. 


Is your own knowledge enough 
to bring you where you have to go? 
You won't reach Allah, you'll be stuck, 


unless you take a hand. 


If religion and faith are what you want, 
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work hard and be righteous in this life. 
But unless you finish it today, 
you'll have the same task in the next world. 


A nightingale falls in love with the Rose. 
The whole love affair begins 

with just one look from God. 

A true word ripens within. 


It was easy to speak 

when my heart was in submission. 
Is a lover ever valued for his words 
unless he also delivers the goods? 


To understand poor Yunus's words, 
you have to love very much. 

It's like the language of birds - 
what can you do but sing? 
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The moment this sweetheart caught my eye 
she washed away my thoughts 

and became my heart's companion. 


My heart is Her slave. My soul, Her slave. 
They struggle over who will be with Her. 


But I know that I hold the power over them. 
No one ever told me, but She became my happiness. 


Wherever I look it's Her that I see. 
Even in Winter, Her Spring surrounds me. 


I'm no Khidr or Elias, 
and sometimes I've made a mess of things; 
yet however little I ate and drank, I was well fed. 


The whole universe has this Affection inside. 
Without this deep Love, faith hardens. 


If the fire of Your Love touches anyone, well... 
it touched Yunus and opened him to the universe. 
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Wisdom comes from knowing wisdom. 
Wisdom means knowing oneself. 
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If you do not know yourself, 
what is the point of reading books? 


The point of reading is to know something real. 
Since you have read and do not know it, 
reading is useless. 


Don't say, "I've read, I've learned." 
Don't say, "I've worshipped a lot." 


If you don't accept the Perfect Man, 
all other works are futile. 


The meaning of the Four Books is clear and complete. 
It shows itself in the first letter, aleph. 


If you don't know what aleph is, 
what do you know of reading? 


You recite every syllable of the alphabet. 
You say "Aleph," but how little it means. 


Yunus Emre says: 
"Hey Hoja, you've made a thousand pilgrimages 
but never been welcomed by a single heart." 
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If you've broken a single heart, 


the prayers you make aren't accepted. 


The seventy-two peoples of the world 
could not wash your hands and face. 


So many masters have come and gone. 
They migrated. Their ancient lands remain. 


They opened their wings and flew to Reality*, 
not as geese but as eagles. 


A way is true if it's straight. 
An eye is that which can see the Real. 


And doing good even once is no small thing. 
It can return a thousandfold. 


Yunus combines words 
as if mixing honey into butter. 
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He's in business among people, 
with goods of the highest worth. 


* Al-Haqq, God, Reality. 
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Those who became complete 
didn't live this life in hypocrisy, 
didn't learn the meaning of things 
by reading commentaries. 


Reality is an ocean; the Law is a ship. 
Many have never left the ship, 
never jumped into the sea. 


They might have come to Worship 
but they stopped at rituals. 
They never knew or entered the Inside. 


Those who think the Four Books 
were meant to be talked about, 
who have only read explanations 
and never entered meaning, 

are really in sin. 


Yunus means "true friend" 

for one whose journey has begun. 
Until we transform our Names, 
we haven't found the Way. 
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Iam a Sufi in the eyes of the people. 

I go around with prayer beads in hand. 
My tongue speaks of knowledge 

my heart doesn't accept. 


I wear a diploma around my neck, 
and yet my prayers aren't real. 
Worries occupy my mind 

and I can't keep my eyes on the Way. 


My speaking of knowledge is a kind of lie. 
I can't be modest, pride never leaves my heart. 


Although I look like a dervish, 
I have no patience at all 

and I am full of doubts. 
Whatever goes in my ears 


never reaches the inside. 


Those who see me kiss my hand, 
they look at my jacket and hat. 
They think I am free from sin. 


Outwardly I lecture and lead prayers; 
inside, in my heart's bazaar 

are things even a sly man 

wouldn't dream of in a thousand years. 


Yunus, put your need in front of Allah. 
He is Generous, 
He does not do what you do. 
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Before you're able to give your soul, 
you want the Beloved. 


Before you discard the rope of doubt, 
you want faith. 


You repeat, "He who knows himself, knows his Lord."* 
But you haven't known and you want to surpass the angels. 


You're a child who wants to jump on a horse 
and ride into the game without a polo stick. 


You don't know you're a pearl within mother-of-pearl. 
Without first ruling Egypt, you want the land of Canaan. 


Yunus, endure every trouble as Job did. 
Don't take the remedy before the pain. 


*A saying of Muhammed's, peace and blessings upon him. 
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Sorrowful one, why do you go around in tears? 
If my Lord causes me to weep, 

surely He will make me laugh some day. 


So many of the sorrowful landed here, 
then migrated back. 
If my lord causes me to weep, 


surely He will make me laugh some day. 


This suffering is my dearest companion. 
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When my sighs and tears rise up, 

His gifts and kindness are the cause. 

If my Lord causes you to weep, 

surely He will make you laugh some day. 


All the while, turn your face toward the Truth; 
all the while, remember His name. 

He gives grief to those He favors. 

If my Lord cause you to weep, 

surely He will make you laugh some day. 


Don't leave this poor head of yours in love, 
or bloody tears will flow. 

He is generous, He even makes repairs. 

If my Lord causes you to weep, 

surely He will make you laugh some day. 


Yunus, so many states before your eyes, 
so many places to stop. 
Stop and call your Lord night and day. 


If my Lord causes you to weep, 
surely He will make you laugh some day. 
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Don't advise those who aren't in love. 
The unloving, like animals, can't understand. 


Don't distance yourself from the wise, 
but avoid the shallow. 

The ungiving disappoint God. 

They cannot see His face. 


Don't waste time on drab pigeons 
who consort with moles, 


who avoid the deep-diving loon. 


Falcon and King, each praises the other. 
Even a weak falcon is a falcon still. 


And if you wash some dark stone for fifty years, 
you won't really transform it. 


The hidden sun, Muhammed, changed appearance. 
Some say he died. He never does. 


Yunus, don't be stupid, mix with the mature. 
A fool who talks of spiritual things is still a fool. 
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Those who learned to be truly human 

found everything in being humble. 

While those who looked proudly from above, 
were pushed down the stairs. 

A heart that must always feel superior 

will one day lose its way. 

What should be within, leaks out. 


The old man with the white beard 

never sees the state he's in. 

He needn't waste money on making the Hajj, 
if he's broken someone's heart. 


The heart is the seat of God, 

where God is aware. 

You won't find happiness 

in either world, if you break a heart. 


The deaf man doesn't hear, 

the blind man mistakes day for night. 

Yet the universe is filled with light. 

We've seen how those who came later moved on. 


Whatever you think of yourself, 

think the same of others. 

This is the meaning of the Four Books, 
if they have one. 


May Yunus not stray from the path, 

nor get on his high horse. 

May the grave and the Judgement be no concern, 
if what he loves is the face of God. 
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Whatever I say, You are the subject. 


Wherever I go, every impulse is toward You. 


It's true, those who don't love You are soul-less dolls, 
but the living need a Beloved like You. 


You've veiled Yourself from the whole universe. 
At a single sight of You it would perish. 


Giants and elves, humans, angelic powers, 
all beings are in love with You. 
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The seraphim and maidens of paradise crowd around You 
and can't bear to leave Your presence. 


From Your hand poison is a delicious drink. 
My soul is healed by anything You do. 


When eat something sweet without You, it's bitter. 
You are the soul's taste, what else could I want? 


If my soul suffered a hundred wounds, 
my joy would not decrease. 
This love washes everything clean. 


Yunus is just one atom of it. This planet, 
this whole universe is born from a taste of love. 


35 

Soul of my soul, 

Without You I have no work to do. 
If You are absent from Paradise, 

I don't need to go there. 

If I look, all I see is You. 

If I speak, I speak of You. 

There is no better prey 

than You whom I secretly watch. 
Because I forgot myself, 

because I went to You, 

in any conversation, in every state, 
I haven't got a moment's rest. 

You can kill me seventy times, 

and like St. George, I'll resurrect, 
and crawl back unashamed. 


Show Your face to Yunus. 
He loves You and has no other. 
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Iam a fatherless pearl unrecognized by the sea. 
I am the drop that contains the ocean. 


Its waves are amazing. It's beautiful to be a sea 
hidden within an infinite drop. 


When Majnun spoke Layla's name, 


he broke the meter of his poem. 
I was both Layla and Majnun who adored her. 
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Mansur* did not speak idly of Unity. 
He was not kidding when he said, "I am Truth.” 


In this world of many, 

You are Josep hand I am Jacob. 

In the universe of Unity, 

there is neither Joseph nor Canaan. 


That my name is Yunus 

is a problem in this material world. 
But if you ask my real name, 

it is the Power behind all powers. 


*Mansural-Hallaj (d.922), a great Sufi martyred for his ecstatic utterance. 
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My love for You goes deeper than my own soul. 
My way amounts to this: 

I don't say I'm inside of myself. I'm not. 

The I within me is deeper than myself. 


Anywhere I look, it's filled with You. 

Where can I put You if You're already inside. 
You are Beauty without features, 

something deeper than any signs. 


Don't ask me about myself. I'm not inside. 

My body walks. I'm clothed, yet empty. 

I can't lay a hand on the One who took me from myself. 
You can't go over the head of the Boss. 


Some people get their share of revelations, 
and some people go deeper than this. 

In the beautiful light of His face 

is a fire brighter than the light of day. 


What a suffering it is 

that's deeper than any remedy. 

The Law and the Brotherhood are paths. 
Truth and Wisdom are still deeper. 


They say Solomon knew the language of birds. 
Within Solomon is a deeper Solomon. 

I've forgotten religion and piety. 

What if there's a doctrine deeper than religion? 


The works of those who leave the faith 
are blasphemy. What about a blasphemy 
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that goes deeper than faith? 
Yunus chanced to meet a Friend 
who showed him a door inside. 
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I have found the soul of souls. 


Let this soul of mine be taken. 


I've forgotten gain and loss. 
Let this shop of mine be plundered. 


I've passed beyond my very self. 
I've removed the veils before me. 


I am together with the Friend. 
Let these doubts of mine fall away. 


My own ego abandoned me. 
The Friend took everything I had. 


Those who give and take are friends. 
Let this language of mine be jumbled. 


I cut all ties and went to the Friend. 


I fell in with God. Let my poems be scattered. 


I became tired of twoness 
and ate at the table of Oneness. 


I drank the wine of suffering. 
Let all my remedies be thrown out. 


Since this journey of Being began, 
the Friend has rushed to meet us. 


Light has filled the ruins of this heart. 


Let this universe of mine be shattered. 


I have passed up dreams. 
I have tired of summers and winters. 


I have found the Gardener of flowers. 
Let this garden of mine be dug up. 


Yunus, you say it well, 
smooth as honey. 


I have found the honey of honeys. 
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Let this hive of mine be given away. 
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I am before and I am after. 

I am the life of many lives. 

I am Khidr when he appears 

to those who have lost their way. 


I am the secret found 

in settling down to work. 

When I hide myself within a heart, 
the blind do not need eyes to see me. 


The One who causes particles to collide 
at the moment of "Be,"* 

the One whose glance constructs a world, 
the One through whom the table is set, 

I am the guardian of every love. 


I've made the fields flat 

and I've built the mountains. 
I put the skies above you. 

I sustain all things. 


Iam the faith of lovers. 
Iam Islam and I am blasphemy. 


The One who gives life and also gives order, 
the One who correctly wrote the Four Books, 
the One putting black marks 

on white sheets of paper, 

and the Quran—I am. 


The one who is united with the Friend 
and does what the Friend says, 

the Creator of possessions, 

Who sets up the world, 

Iam the Gardener. 


The One who carried Hamza over Mount Kaf**. 
The One who untied his hands and feet. 

That poisonous snake behind the Simurgh 

and Kaf, are Me. 


This is not Yunus speaking. 

but his very Self. 

Not to believe this would be blasphemy. 
The First, the Last, the Present, I am. 
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*The moment when God said "BE, " and it was. 


** Mount Kaf: Literally, the Caucasus Mountains; the cosmic mountain and the home the 
Simurgh, a Divine bird who of was the goal in Attar's Conference of the Birds. 
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Love is my sect and religion. 

When my eyes saw the face of the Friend, 
all sorrows became joys. 


Here, my King, 

I give myself to You. 

From beginning to end 

all my treasure and richness is You. 


The source of this mind and soul, 

the origin of space 

are with You. 

You are the end and everything between. 
I can only go toward You. 


My way is from You to You. 

My tongue speaks of You within You. 
And yet my hand can't touch You. 
This knowledge amazes me. 


I can no longer call myself “I. 

I can't call anybody "you" anymore. 
I can't say this one is a servant 

and that one is a king. 

It doesn't make any sense. 


Since I found the love of the friend 
this world and the next world are one. 
If you ask about the infinite beginning 
and the infinite end, 

they are my night and day. 


No longer do I mourn 

or cloud my heart, 

because truth's voice is heard, 
and I'm at my own wedding. 


Don't let me wander from Your love, 
don't let me leave Your door, 

and if I lose myself 

let me find myself with You. 
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The Friend sent me here. 

Go and see the world, he said. 

I have come and seen 

how beautifully it's arranged. 

But those who love You don't stay here. 


He tells His servants, 
Tomorrow I will give you paradise. 
That tomorrow is my today. 


Who else knows this wisdom and this pain? 
And if it is ever known, 

it cannot be said. 

I turn my face to You. 


You are the soul and the universe, 
the secret treasure. 

All gain and loss is from You. 

My acts are no longer my own. 


Yunus turns his face to You 
forgetting himself. 

He speaks every word to You. 
It is You who makes him speak 


41 

Truth gave me a heart bewildered 

before a syllable is spoken. 

There comes a moment of happiness, 

then one of weeping. 

The next moment like winter—long and dark, 
the next like a birth 

flower gardens and fine vineyards appear. 
A moment comes when he can't speak, 

he can't explain a thing! 

In another moment pearls fall from his tongue, 
remedies for those who suffer. 

In another moment he rises to the heights, 
in the next he's beneath the earth. 

In one moment he's a drop, 

in another he's boiled over into an ocean. 
One moment he remains in the dark, 

he can't know anything; 

in the next he dives into a sea of wisdom. 
He becomes a Galen, a Luqman. 

One moment he becomes a giant or sprite 
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living in some ruins. 

In the next he's flying with Belkis, 

he's a sultan of men and jinns. 

One moment he enters the mosque 

and puts his face to the floor; 

the next he's going to church, 

reading the Gospel and becoming a monk. 
A moment comes when like Jesus 

he raises the dead. 

A moment comes when he enters the house of pride 
and becomes another Pharoah or Hamam. 
One moment he's Gabriel 

bestowing abundantly to every gathering, 
next moment he's lost, 

and poor Yunus stands astonished. 
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The rivers of paradise flow, chanting Allah, Allah. 
The nightingales of Islam are perched all around, 
singing, Allah, Allah. 


The branches of the Tuba tree wave, 
each heart and tongue reciting the Quran. 
In the rose garden of Paradise, the fragrance of Allah. 


Food and drink spread out for you by angels. 
The Prophet Idris sewing your astral garments, 
chanting, Allah, Allah. 


These strolling virgins of Paradise, 
their words are musk and amber. 

Their faces are brighter than the moon, 
singing Allah, Allah. 


You fall in love with Truth and begin to cry, 
You become holy light both inside and out, 
singing Allah, Allah. 


Whatever you desire, ask it of Truth. 

Be a guide on the straight path. 

The nightingale has fallen in love with the rose, 
singing Allah. 


The doors of the heavens opened, 
and the doors of eight paradises, 
all singing Allah, Allah. 


Rizwan* opens the doors dressed in astral clothes. 
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Those who drink the wine of Kevser**, 
become content and chant, Allah, Allah. 


Dervish Yunus, go to your lover now, 
don't delay another day. 

Tomorrow you'll enter the court of Truth, 
singing Allah, Allah. 


*Rizwan. the gatekeeper of Paradise. 
**Kevser: the spring of Paradise. 
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The inner man knows no worries on this path. 
The inner heart does not know death. 


Bodies perish, but not the soul. Those who are gone 
don't return. 
Bodies are for dying. That's not what a soul is for. 


The heart will never find the pearl it seeks, 
even in a thousand years, unless it's given. 


Be careful, your Beloved's heart is easily broken. 
Such fine crystal once shattered is never restored. 


And unless you put your cup to the fountain, 
even in a thousand years it won't be filled. 


Both Khidr* and Elias drank the water of life. 
These days they are not dead. 


The world was made for the sake of the Prophet and 
his friendship. 
Those who come to this world do not remain. 


Yunus, today while you have eyes to see, 
do what you must. 
Those who attain do not come back. 


* Khidr in Islamic tradition is an immortal who may appear in human form to give help and 
guidance to those in need. 
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One day I had taken a walk 

and came upon a tree of great height. 

I said to this slim beauty, 

"Tell me a few of your secrets. 

What's the meaning of stretching so tall 
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in such a temporary world? 

Come back among the humble again. 

You embellish your beauty endlessly, 

but why not take some pains for Truth instead? 
Find your heart's real need." 


The tree will age, its time will pass. 

A bird will perch on a branch, 

and one day it will seem 

there was no bird at all. 

One day your end will come, 

your great length will fall to earth. 

Your branches will be thrown in the fire 
and the pots will boil on red hot iron. 


Yunus, you are only one, 

and yet you have a hundred thousand faults. 
Having reflected on a stiff tree's fate, 

think of your own. 
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The Truth fills the world, 

but to whom is Truth known? 
You ask so much of It, 

but It isn't separate from yourself. 


You believe in the world, 

you claim your daily bread as your own. 
How long will you keep up your lie? 
You know it's not like that. 


It's a long way to the other world. 

Be honest with yourself 

through all the separation and painful yearning. 
Those who attain do not return. 


Those who come to the world will 
one by one drink the juice of death. 
This world is just a bridge 

although the young wouldn't guess it. 


Come, let's get to know each other 
and make our work easier. 

Let's love, let's be loved. 

No one inherits this world. 


Yunus, if you can understand, 
if you can hear the meaning, 
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find a little happiness. 
No one's here forever. 
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Oh disciple of love, open your eyes, 

look to the face of the land. 

See these subtle plants, how their flowering passes. 


With such care they grow toward the Friend - 
ask them what goal they have in mind. 


Each flower has a thousand ways it flirts with Truth. 
Every bird with its song is remembering the Ruler. 


They praise His Ability, His Presence in every detail, 
yes, and as they see the shortness of life, they pale. 


Each day their color changes, 
until they fall to the ground. 
This is a teaching for the wise to understand. 


Your coming doesn't lead anywhere. 
Your laughter isn't funny. 

Your only destination is death, 

if you haven't learned to love. 


Yunus, forget about talking, 

take your hand off your self. What can you do? 

Not a single thing, good or bad, is apart from God. 
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If you need to be warned, come, look at these graves. 


Even a stone would soften after seeing them. 


And those with great riches, see to what end they came, 
wrapped in simple cloth, a shirt without sleeves. 


Where are those who used to say "These riches are mine," 
who weren't satisfied merely with a fine house. 


Now they're covered with stone. 
They never were at home in God's house. 
They neglected the rules, the worship. 


They never learned to serve. Now their time is passed. 


Here are those who talked so well, 
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those with sun-tanned faces. 
They have died and disappeared. 


Once these were the bosses many worked for. 
Come and tell me now—which is which? 


There's neither a door to enter nor food to eat. 
There's no light to see. Daylight is now darkness. 


Yunus, all you call your own you'll leave behind. 
Your possessions will abandon you. 
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Put the world and its adornments 
aside, the world which weighs 
less than a dream or a breeze. 


Do you expect it to be faithful? 
It's just waiting to run away. 


Don't wish for things 
as brief as these, 
things even the Sultan can't hold on to. 


We took our worries with us, 
those imaginary companions, 
when we could have been with the Friend. 


Balance the books yourself, 
before someone does it for you. 


Kill your compulsive self, 

lay it on the stone slab for washing, 
so that before death surprises you, 
you'll be in the right hands. 


Whoever asks you what you believe in, 
kiss their hands and feet, 
show them the answer. 


Yunus, a straight way seems right for you. 
Join with Truth now, resurrect with Truth. 
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Vv hatever separates you from the Truth, 
throw it away, it will vanish anyhow. 
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Why do you feed this flesh? 
In the grave worms and birds will feast on it, 
and it will vanish too. 


Open your eyes and look at someone who has died. 
The beard and hair fall off. 

Snakes and centipedes come hungry, feed themselves, 
and leave contented. 


Those who are greater than us, 
those with courtesy and right action, 
say "This is the story," and leave. 


"Take your hand away from unfair gains, 
and hold your gossiping tongue, 
before Azrael* comes and closes the shop." 


The moment of death comes and the head dries, 
old age reaches its end very soon. 

Mountains and rocks are flattened, 

the sky is rolled up and the earth disappears.** 


The soul will face its Day of Reckoning 
and so work hard. 

The one who worships at dawn, 

goes to the House of God matured. 


"Yunus, the poor one" will die, 

his grave will fill with holy light. 

"Faith" will be his comrade 

when he goes like a lion to the next world. 


*Azrael: Angel of Death. 
**An allusion to Quran, Surah XXI, 104. 
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This King, this King, He keeps on doing His work. 
The world is His orchard. 

He keeps on sending pain to the one He loves. 


Don't do wrong, 

the moment of death is closer to you than yourself. 
It has made its home in our own roots and origins, 
It demolishes us all. 


In a single moment you will reach there, 
so work hard here. 
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The soul is not here forever, 
it wanders around for a few days in the flesh. 


A Questioner comes, tears back the earth, 
and asks, "Who is your God?" 

And this soul of mine hears him 

and my bones keep on aching. 


Those who accept God's Unity, 

those who sacrifice their souls for God, 
these souls are not dead, 

they're swimming in the waters of Love. 


I have seen—those who attained flew away. 
They drank from the full cup of Love. 

Their whims are tolerated at the level of Truth, 
Their heads are bowed. 


Yunus, if you are the servant of the wise, 
don't forget your death. 

So many of the attained have come and gone, 
now our turn has come. 
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Му life came and went 

like the wind, between the opening 
and closing of an eye. 

As Truth is my witness 

the soul is the body's guest. 

A day is going to come when 

like a bird, it flies out of the cage. 


The poor sons of Adam have sown 
their seeds across the earth. 

Some grew and some were lost. 

My insides burn in this world, 

my essence is afire. Some die young, 
cut down like wheat still green. 


If you visit the sick 

or bring someone water, 

tomorrow you'll be served 

the wine of Truth. 

If you give your clothes 

to the poor, tomorrow 

you'll be wearing astral clothes. 
Yunus Emre, they say only two people 
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stay in this world forever- 
Khidr and Elias, who drink the water of life. 


52 
Oh Holy One, if ever You should ask 
these would be my answers to You: 


I have sinned against myself, 
but what, oh King, have I done to You? 


Before I came, You said my soil was bad. 
Before I was born, Adam rebelled. 


In the eternal past I was written down a rebel. 
You filled the universe with my loud voice. 


You did whatever You wanted with me. 
You brought me to what ever I found. 


Have I constructed You? It's You who made me. 
Why, oh Enricher, did You fill me with things to be 
ashamed of? 


I open my eyes and what I see is the prison inside. 
It's filled with animal needs, demons, and ambitions. 


So that I would not die in this prison, 
I have eaten unclean foods once or twice. 


Has anything that You possess diminished, 
or has my judgment ever surpassed Yours? 


Did I eat Your daily bread and leave You hungry? 
Did I waste Your wealth and leave You in poverty? 


You stretch a bridge thin as a hair 
and say, "Come and save yourself from My trap!" 


Your servants build bridges with good in mind- 

the good of crossing safely. 

They build them strong so that people who pass over 
might say, "This is a good bridge." 


You set up scales to weigh people's intentions, 
and You intend to put me in the fire. 


It's grocers who need scales- 
and greedy peddlars and druggists. 
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Because sin is the prize of the filthy, 
even the useless gain something from Your being. 


All I want from You is Your love. 
Why uncover my faults and put them on a scale? 


Will it please You to watch me burn? 
For God's sake, oh Teacher of Creation, it's impossible. 


You are All-Seeing. You, Yourself, know my state. 
Why then do You need to weigh my actions? 


Didn't Your need for revenge end when You killed me? 
You made me rot and stuffed my eyes with din. 


Has the hand of Yunus ever hurt You, 
You who know the Seen and the Unseen? 


So many empty words from a handful of dirt! 
What do You need, oh Generous One, oh Power! 
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ENGLISH PART 2 
1 
We need to serve a King Who never may be driven from His throne; 
To rest within a place which we may ever feel to be our own. 


A bird we need to be, to fly, to reach the very rim of things, 
To drink that cordial whose drunkenness we never may disown. 


We need to be a diving bird, to plunge into the waters' flow; 
We need a gemstone to recover such as jewellers cannot know. 


To enter in a garden, there to wander in contentment's shade; 
To pass the summer as a rose - a rose whose petals never fade. 


Mankind must lover be, must ever search to find the true Beloved; 
Must burn within the flame of Love - nor burn in any other flame. 


Yunus, in stillness hold yourself, to Majesty now turn your gaze 
And such a one from self bring forth as shall not come on earth again. 


2 
What wondrous, wondrous thing - which hurt and separation brings to me, 
Yet soul intoxicates - this Love? The Poison its own Remedy! 


All they torn by distress, let them seek here the antidote most sure; 
My pain is salved, my suffering itself is now become my cure. 


If you hold out the fire of Love - for the repose of human hearts, 
The darkness then is truly light - nor torch nor lantern bright for me. 


A thousand times a day the Four Books' read which came to earth from Heaven; 
If you the brethren" yet deny, the Face of Love you cannot see. 


Yunus, be not haughty with them - but as dust beneath their feet; 
From earth we all have sprung; a bed of roses and the dust still meet. 


3 
As I travelled, by the wayside stood a mighty, spreading tree, 
So graceful and so delicate, my heart said: "Speak a mystery? 


Where is meaning in such growth when all world must pass away? 
Abudance is to all a sign: turn from it to frugalitly. 


While grace like this adorns the earth, and loveliness bedecks the world, 
And hearts of men turn Godward, why then is desire, and wherefore need? 


The tree grows old, its time runs out, a bird lights briefly on a bough; 
And yet on you no bird can find repose - nor dove, nor bird of prey. 
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To you м Ш come the day when you shall be laid low; your prime now hid, 
Your branches feed the fire to heat the boiling pot, the glowing grid. 


Yunus, perceive, though you are one your lack is hundred thousandfold: 
But take direction from a tree to go rejoicing on your way. 


4 
Make fantasy that you possess the world entire, from pole to pole: 
That you have played the highest stake and won the world's prosperity; 


Conceive yourself as Solomon in glory seated on his throne, 
That your command can wholly sway the world of demons, peris, all; 


Suppose that to the treasure trove of Feridun and Niishirvan 
You have addition made of all that wealth which Ka'àrin once enjoyed; 


The world imagine as a morsel to be savoured meltingly, 
And then suppose it to be fully ready now to be gulped down; 


Suppose that life itself 1$ as an arrow in a tight-drawn bow, 
And that the taur-held string has been released by you, the arrow fown; 


It is as though you struggled in the sez, the water at your throat: 
Thresh though you wil - to no avail: think now that you are overwhelmed. 


With every moment of our breath the contents of life's purse grow less; 
Bebere that when the half of it is gone you have consumed the whole! 


Yunus, if years in hundreds, full of joys, be yours before your death, 
Call to mind what you forget - the end of all comes with a breath. 


5 
Love our prayer leads, the heart our congregation; 
The face of Friendship gives direction, ceaseless the prayer. 


The visage of the Friend dispels Duality; 
And so the Law must ever stand without the door. 


The soul prostrates itself when turned towards the Friend; 
Silent the prayer it makes as it bows down to earth. 


No other time is like to that of silent prayer; 
By us the choice is made of Friend and quietude. 


The fivefold times of prayer? become for us as one; 
When they in five divide - who is it may abide? 
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To попе do ме оррозе the faith that guides their steps; 
As faiths fulfilment find so Love again is born. 


Our comrades say to us: Abandon not the rule; 
But rule is made for those who follow faithlessly. 


A moment past in time we affirmation gave; 
That moment, and now this, are for all ages one. 


Our prosperous realm, our state, exists in brethren's breath; 
By this we have been saved from gross rebelliousness. 


Those who wait on Truth at Friendship's open gate, 
In certainty they there will find the God-like state. 


Yunus a captive stands beside that very gate; 
His hope - never to find freedom from that fate. 


6 
If you of lovers race, religion, ask - what need does creed fulfll? 
The lover is made desolate: of this he can no sense distil. 


The lover's heart, the lover's eyes, they tum to the Beloved alone; 
Ascetics, pedants - these are rooted most in forms of otherness. 


Pious in the hope of Heaven, Faith-less forswearing hell as fate, 
From each but separates himself. In this sign solely know your state: 


The one who truly loves the Friend must always follow where He guides; 
And service to the Friend fulfilment finds, and freedom from all care. 


Who, like him, to others truthful news can bring of the Beloved? 
Not hosts of angels - no, not Gabriel himself: such is the sign. 


He will no judgement see who finds no Day of Judgement in each hour; 
Munkir and Nekir questions lack when you abandon all desire. 


When 'being' and 'non-being' you discard, you know not wish - nor fear; 
Science and striving have no more a place; no more are scales, or bridge. 


The concourse of the Day of Judgement terror brings to slaves alone; 
May you, O Yunus, and all lovers, never know that day of awe. 


7 
I came one morning on a burial ground - and there I saw the dead: 


Solitary, each one having lost life's road, now lying there. 


Nearer I drew, more close to them, and then I saw death's awfulness; 
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Valiant youths, hopes unfulfilled, unsatisfied, now lying there. 


Food for worm and carrion, bodies ravaged by all creeping things, 
The young who died before their prime, frost-struck roses, lying there. 


Flesh now fast held in death's trap, their souls attain at last to Truth; 
O you, whose turn is nigh upon you, see you not these now lying there? 


Fallen the teeth which once were pearl, gone the gleaming, golden hair; 
But ended the torture of the brain for those in dark damp lying there. 


Fled is the shining of their eyes for naught abides that they hold dear; 
A single-sheeted shroud alone surrounds these bones now lying there. 


Yunus, if you true lover are, be drawn not to possessions’ charms: 
Who once those charms had known are now become but dark earth lying there. 


8 
I saw, as through the earth I journeyed, men of all nations now laid low; 
The mighty and the humble of all generations, now laid low. 


Warriors some, and other great men, Vezirs, Teachers of the Word; 
Dark night their days are now become, such multitudes like these laid low. 


The road before them straightly ran, the pen was ever in their hand; 
As sweet as nightingale their tongue: philosophers of might laid low. 


Great and small - and both knew tears; fighters who in battle fell; 
Broken the bow they once had bent, the shattered arrow now laid low. 


Their horses’ hooves dust clouds had raised as once they moved to sound of drums; 
These Lords whose word had once been law throughout these lands are now laid low. 


While yet the little children's voices sang like to the nightingale 
Their mothers, separated from them, wait too, in their graves, laid low. 


Their fingers henna-dyed, with sweet-lipped slaves they were surrounded once, 
Slim as a lance, complexioned as the rose, these ladies now laid low. 


The arms of all are folded now, their hopes from God alone derived; 
Some, maid-attended, girls with yet a husband's face to see, laid low. 


His own state Yunus understands not - God it is brings him to speech; 
Their rounded faces paled - how many fresh young brides are here laid low! 


9 
This world in which we live is like a mighty, huge metropolis; 
And in it our short lives are passed as in a teeming market place. 
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Whoever journeyed to this city only briefly found abode, 
And our road homeward whence we came shall never know our read again. 


The first taste of this city's life we find delicious, honey-sweet; 
Then see the latter bitterness - like to the venom of the snake. 


Between competing loveliness the heart at first seeks one to seize; 
Yet in the latter days these but repel - like a deceitful crone. 


This city's foolish fantasies are without bounds, are numberless; 
А heedless, grazing herd are they whom images like this entice. 


The city has a Ruler Whose benevolence is for each one, 
And they who come to know Him find existence where before was none. 


The one who knows his own worth truly he has fathomed his own state; 
With Love he now discerns himself as one in early days of Spring. 


See poor Yunus, who in suffering feels yet reverential awe 
Which makes as sweet as honey, sugar, every breath which he may draw. 


10 
Knowledge true is found in learning - true knowledge is to know your self; 
And if that self you have not learned your reading has been all for naught. 


The end of reading - what is it That man may come to know the Truth. 
Save that you to Truth are led your reading is of nothing worth. 


Then say not: 'T have read, have learned,’ or: "IT obeyed the rules of faith; 
If you perceive not Man as Truth your efforts have been wasted breath. 


The meaning of the Fourfold Book a single letter can enfold; 
If you that letter cannot tell - what point your reading time untold? 


Recite a twenty-nine syllabic line, faultless from end to end; 
When you that letter speak, O Master, can you make its meaning known? 


Yunus Emre's word is this to masters: 'Mount, if so you must, 
And travel thousand times on Haj - but lodging in a heart is best. 


11 
The instant I prostrate myself in prayer my Moon is newly born; 
Each moment festival becomes for me; Summer and Winter - Spring. 


The brilliance of that Moon no shadow sees from any passing cloud; 
Forever full, it never wanes, from earth gives radiance to the skies. 
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Its gleaming light all darkness scatters from the confines of my heart; 
How may both darkness and such radiance find place together there? 


It was on earth I saw my Moon: why in the sky need I then be? 
My gaze I will turn earthward whence compassion ever flows to me. 


Though I speak not of Moon or Sun a word for lovers will suffice; 
If I tell not what I have loved, the pain of Love will stifle me. 


If Yunus then has loved, what of it? Many are they who Truth have loved; 
And Truth said these will inward burn - and so to It my head is bowed. 


12 


My heart's abode! How comes it overflowing from the lands of Love? 
Through head high I may walk, yet from that head the streams of Love still flow. 


How do I speak my mystery, and tell what should be told to none? 
Dissies my patience, my resolve, when Friendship makes Its presence known. 


Can he in patient silence stand who has the Face of Friendship seen? 
From inner turmoil speaks the one who cries: "I saw the Face of Truth?’ 


The Beloved is made manifest in colours multitudinous - 
But one is His accent which a hundred thousand hearts with joy has filled. 


My life together with the Friend is like to the sun in swirling cloud; 
Moments there are His Face is veiled - then, see, His beauty is revealed! 


Is it then strange that now poor Yunus is in Love to such excess? 
Than Love there is no thing to be preferred - It is Its own success. 


13 
The Truth a heart bestowed on me which, in an instant, falls to awe; 


A breath - and it knows happiness; a breath - and it is filled with tears. 


A breath there comes when you could think it frozen, cold as Winter's depth; 
A breath - and born of beauty new a fruitful vineyard it becomes. 


There comes a breath when it can speak no more, nor any word expound; 
A breath - and words of pearl pour from its tongue, balm for the grieving soul. 


A breath when it ascends to Heaven then sinks to depths of earth again; 
Again a breath - it to a droplet shrinks, or as a torrent overflows. 


A breath when it in ignorance abides, can nothing comprehend; 
A breath - it into Wisdom plunges and with every sage unites. 


Another breath when, in a ruined scape, a demon it becomes; 
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A breath - with Belkis it soars up, ruler of spirits and of men. 


A breath - and it, within the mosque, in reverent prayer prostrates itself; 
A breath - and, Bible pages reading, it becomes a cloistered monk. 


A breath - and Jesus-like the dead themselves it brings again to life; 
A breath - and, one with Pharaoh and Haman, enters the house of pride. 


A breath, and it is Gabriel become, brings mercy as friends meet; 
A breath, and it has lost its way - and Yunus lost in wonderment. 


14 
O comrades, hear it told to you that Love is as a shining sun; 
The heart which never Love has known is but a hard unyielding stone. 


What from a stony heart can spring? Venom breathes from lips of such; 
However soft the speech, the words are as the clash of battlefield. 


The truly loving heart, it softens in the flame like candlewax; 
But stony hearts in darkness dwell, as hardest Winter are - and fierce. 


Before the portal of the Lord, attendant on His majesty, 
An ever watchful serjeant of the guard, there stands the lovers' star. 


Leave aside all care, poor Yunus; abandon art if this must be; 
The saint's need first is Love: no difference will you in the dervish see. 


15 
If for God's sake my soul feels pain, it is enough to wait on Him; 
Can there be anguish greater than a separation from Your Face? 


The world is witness to the flame of Love which burns within my breast; 
As scent which smoke sends out gives of the presence of the fire a trace. 


The warrior of Love laid waste the regions where my heart has dwelled; 
My soul he captive took and, like a Tartar foe, he brought me low. 


Should any work ill deeds, the Sultan's slaves in duty rigid stand; 
Their fate is to be disciplined - or in the market put on show. 


Yunus, make not complaint that you have suffering known because of Love; 
All that is needful for the lovers comes to them from the Beloved. 


16 
Tell, my tongue, that Love bedews my face; 


My heart, my eyes, with Love are overflowing. 


Its smoke dawn-breezes wafting to the skies, 
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My body like the wood of aloes burning. 


What chain-mail stands against Your fiery Love? 
Its arrow pierces, sinks into the soul. 


IfI should leave these waters I must die: 
Fish-like I have my Being in Your bowl. 


In my own tongue my Lord's name I recite; 
He orders me to come, to wait on Him. 


Are those who love You reckoned with the wise? 
Mad every moment - if one instant sane! 


Yunus, on sainthood's Road be dust in flight; 
A stage upon that Road is Heaven's height. 


17 
What can those know of this Love who sleep in sloth? 
And how set out upon the Road who have no food? 


Let us away, to look upon the Beautiful, 
The radiance of Whose Face can famished thousands fill. 


Since Love is seen today beyond the tavern door, 
What shall they say who with such colours paint the pure? 


From angels' mountains, gardens of the blest, he strays - 
From immortality itself - who counts his days. 


Then throw away the We’, the "Other' let us be; 
Who sense the Unity put off Duality. 


Yunus, be one: become the secret in the heart, 
In that of which the dervish mystery is part. 


18 
Within the vision of the saints put not your piety on sale; 


Make not by faith addition of hypocrisy to Love unfeigned. 


The Law's as combless honey is - the Path as butter well refined; 
But why, for Friendship's sake, may these two not in sweetness be combined? 


The false will never yield his own; the true will give, nor count what's due; 
It is in vain to think the false can ever be conjoined with true. 


He the Koran bestowed on us Who has His home in every heart; 
That heart knows not the Owner of its home which takes not Adam's part. 
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The first man went astray when he, in Heaven, ate of certain seed; 
Let those who are at one with God hold never to the Devil's deed. 


If you look on the True what shall It instantly bring to your eye? 
Sell not the Meaning of the saints to those who have no will to buy. 


Accept that you unknowing are, yet from the One who knows receive; 
Prolong not discourse, adding word to word, but go upon your way. 


The word you speak let it be sweet, your actions filled with loveliness: 
Let Yunus ever be remembered when we meet in friendliness. 


19 
Break, my love-torn heart - see what they do to you; 
Among this people many look on us to mock. 


Then let them laugh, and jeer that Truth is not with us; 
We love Truth still - although the heedless see this not. 


Long is the Road, and many the stages to be reached: 
No easy defiles, deep the torrents to be crossed. 


Knowingly we took this Road, in throes of Love; 
Yet some contend that into exile we were driven! 


He who would contend, let him come manfully 
Into the open field - who has the skill for this. 


But Yunus, seek not here to find a place of strife; 
Within the drinking place are manly ones enough! 


20 
My Friend, the arrow of Your Love will safely glance off hearts of stone; 


Yet he who by that Love is struck, the wound in heart and head is one. 


His tears flow day and night, unceasing, made a lover by Your Love; 
But he whose only care is You, perplexity м Ш no more own. 


For those who fall in Love with You, their hearts compassionately burn; 
The one who gives himself to You from every toil finds his return. 


A poisoned banquet is prepared for lovers of mere worldliness; 
But those who heed the latter end pass safely by the venomous. 


Whose mind is rightly set will not be influenced by recompense; 
And thoughts of paradisal houris' flashing eyes tempt not his sense. 


51 


True Lover - be of those who waste not soul to win a place in space; 
Thousands the wounds of those who Friendship barter in the marketplace. 


For the wise this world is as a thing imagined, like a dream; 
By self-surrender to You we find freedom from such fantasies. 


With Love of Truth the heart and eyes of Yunus brim and overflow; 
Who loving discourse chooses moves beyond the bounds of friend and foe. 


21 
The brotherhood of Truth came not to understanding in ill-deeds; 
Vitality of Truth comes not to being in hypocrisy. 


The Truth an ocean is, the Law a ship which has its Being there; 
And many on the ship embark who of the waters nothing share; 


As many to a gate draw nigh and, having come, await without 
Though they might pass within - a place to them of mystery, and doubt. 


The children of the Law make disputation - argument their Lord; 
The brotherhood of Truth will never rest content with barren word. 


Who of the Four Books exposition makes - rebels, leaves Truth behind; 
The one whose reading is but commentary the substance will not find. 


Yunus, put to death the self, if on the Path you are embarked; 
Who do not kill the self in Truth are by eternity unmarked. 


22 
O lovers, would you know where you in Truth may find the brotherhood? 


But look - when you have need the brethren ready stand - have always stood. 


To those who know not Love my words are but an echo off the rock; 
And they who have no spark of Love in wastelands of the mind yet walk. 


Be never false to anyone, tell never any lie to Love; 
For those who speak lies now, will then find there is but imprisonment; 


O you who do not know yourself,? who find no meaning in the Word; 
If you Truth's Being seek, It is in Knowledge - and in the Koran. 


Love's Being God has given, and still gives, to him who says "I am;” 
In whom is but a particle of Love, there too is God's own self. 


Many are they who say to Yunus: Senile one, put Love aside; 
But Love in us is newly born and is the ripe fruit of the soul. 
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In silence strive, for silence is itself the purity of speech: 
Words that through effort of the mind are strained will tarnish human hearts. 


God's own command it is to speak aright: He said 'Proclaim the Truth; 
And he who falsehood speaks today, tomorrow will be put to shame. 


It is not water washes clean this rust which darkens human hearts; 
Boldly proclaim the Word which of the Very Word is summary. 


He who cannot see creation through the eye of Unity, 
However great as teacher his repute, he wars against the Truth. 


Then let me speak to you the nature of the Law and of the Truth: 
The Law a vessel is and Truth the boundless sea on every side; 


Whatever strength that ship may find in timbers stout and firmly built, 
The movement of those waters will in time most surely shatter it. 


O lover, listen to the inner Word - then speak it to the world; 
The misbeliever of the Word of Truth, of mischief is the saint. 


For those who in the everlasting world with joy are overflowing, 
What is thought, or heart, or intellect - or even life itself? 


In every moment we are pupils, Love's instruction book we read; 
God Himself the teacher is, and Love His schoolroom of the Self. 


Since the day the saints on us bestowed the beauty of their gaze, 
What was apportioned as his share to Yunus has its harvest borne. 


24 
Those who sainthood would deny are rebels in the way of God; 


Who in rebellion find their way are as the rust on human hearts. 


The burden of our Love we bore until we came to the Beloved; 
That Friend to me is remedy for all my pain and all my hurt. 


Before this earth had yet been fashioned, or the firmament been formed, 
The homeland of the saints in being is - the citadel of God. 


Since when our Master, Sovereign Lord, bestowed his loving gaze on us, 
That look of beauty has become for us the mirror of our hearts. 


Hasan, he of the brethren of the deer, himself the Word pronounced, 
But since that Word from God proceeded, who may say the Word was his? 


O poor one, rest in poverty, from pride and rancour free yourself; 
The wind from all sides passes and repasses - for no-one will it stay. 
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Reciting, but inditing not, and straying not though he should err; 
Yunus! Who understands this Word of Love is meet to understand. 


25 
O Friend, such Love I have for You; Your place is deep inside my breast; 
Wondrous Your attributes which neither day nor night can give You rest. 


While you can clearly see the rose, stretch not your hand to touch its thorn; 
When such a Path before you straightly lies, shall fear from foe suborn? 


Those who stand opposed to me make question on what claim I speak; 
And I respond - "What right to question те?" - for I a Master own. 


Give that which you have earned or gained to the relief of needy ones; 
However long you have to live, know that the latter end is death. 


Those whoe here can see themselves, these travel ever by the Road; 
The merest ant I hold in high esteem which on that Road is found. 


Though, like the nightingale, my song shall with the dawn each morning cease, 
Yet Meaning burgeons as my inner hurt to heavy heart brings peace. 


Yunus, let your name be spread afield as lowly as the earth; 
Such as is due to the Beloved I own a poverty of heart. 


26 
O Friend, my heart and head are one within the furnace of Your Love; 


But though my heart is in that fire consumed, in that is my delight. 


Burning in Your Love, my weeping into laughter is transformed; 
To scoffers it is war when tearfully to You I bring my plight. 


ТЕТ should speak, my Word is soft; my heart, if I speak not, a wound; 
Whose words are nothing worth wait everywhere to fling the steady stone. 


See now the stones which rain on me, the challenge borne for Friendship's sake; 
They strike me to the heart - but those in like condition come to me. 


These are they who know our state, for who of them can Love deny? 
The Truth it is we love - the people only surface beauty see. 


This for the saints did not suffice, they did not tarry on the Road; 
To those who truly love the Truth the whole world is a brotherhood. 


Poor Yunus, your true essence grasp - to Friendship open wide your eyes; 
Look from whichever Zodiac tower, upon Him yet the sun's light lies. 
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27 
This city of real Being, how I long each day to enter in 
And, being there, to see the glory of my Sultan's Face within. 


For though His voice comes ever to me I have here no sight of Him; 
My life I willingly would give if I could only glimpse that Face. 


Within that Sultan's private rooms are seven places of retreat; 
Would that I might at each of these, in turn, find for my soul a place. 


Before each gate a sentinel; a hundred thousand at command; 
Girded, I long to seize the sword of Love and put them all to flight. 


The Leyla of Mejniin am Г; and lover of the Merciful; 
I would the Face of my Beloved see - so would that I were mad. 


The Friend has come to us as guest, time without number, year on year, 
I would that I might be for Him, like Ismail, a sacrifice. 


Earth into jewels is transformed when saints their gaze bestow on it; 
Could I be but the dust in which the footsteps of the saints have trod. 


Poor Yunus is, as all, by nature's fourfold elements sustained; 
I yearn to be within the mystery of Love and life contained. 


28 
O you who say that I am good, know that I am the worst of all - 
That felons are less fell than I: upon the Road so much I fall. 


If there be slave more culpable than I, then go and search him out; 
The Word of Wisdom on my lips - within still longing for this world. 


Though honoured with the name of Sheykh I have forsaken piety; 
The self I have indulged; can I now hope to bargain with the Truth? 


My robe is but a veil for all my faults; my care is wrongly set; 
Though mystic Word is on my tongue, my heart engaged in commerce yet. 


Those to whom I guidance gave, I saw that they to Truth attained; 
But all my counsel to myself effect for me has never gained. 


Of good repute in sight of men, my heart is only falsely true; 
Baghdad itself could not contain a greater charlatan than you. 


Friendly without, within a foe; sweet-tongued, my heart a renegade; 
Where name and deed are so opposed - was ever falsity so made? 


Such is my state: to outward sight afire yet cold and raw within - 
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Advancing not a step along the Road, from Heaven I tidings bring! 


Yunus's fame is spread abroad, yet culpable his piety; 
And still it seems my Lord's benevolence that fault shall yet forgive. 


29 
Who comprehends the Word, a single word his face may make to shine; 
The seasoned Word may cause to prosper all the works of him who speaks. 


A word can be the tumult's end, can bring the blinded mind to see; 
А word may into oil and honey sweet transform a poisoned dish. 


So weightily pronounce your word, that so the unworthy be bemused; 
Your word speak with propriety - drop never an unseemly word. 


Come, my brother, O majestic one, come, hearken to my word; 
The thousand jewels of the lover's face a word can make black earth. 


Walk then, walk the Way, but let not knowledge make you unaware; 
Be watchful - with a single heedless word your tongue may sear a soul. 


O Yunus, from the plenitude of words speak that which should be said; 
Take heed, a word alone may separate you from the line of Sheykhs. 


30 
Not one there is who understands us, nor our effort and our toil; 
Not lust for wealth, nor place, our Being rules - not self our soul's employ. 


We seek not to reproach another's state, we will not jeer or mock; 
We come not to deny the world, not are we of the Christian cross. 


But we the essence of these still have known, and of this world remain; 
Though not for self is our desire in this our journey through that world. 


Then Yunus says: 'O sovereign mine, for me there is another Lord; 
The gold and silver of this world forsake - no place we have in dross?’ 


31 
This heart of mine; what may I make of this which will not stay with me? 


Once it had seen the Lover's Face, it counsel gives - but none receives. 


For sake of God, O righteous ones, give back to me this heart of mine; 
Once it had sojourned with the Friend, no more will it bow down to me. 


How may I pass my life in harmony with such a heart as this, 
Which in the wilderness abandoned me, nor sends to know my state? 


While it still journeyed by my side I gave to piety its due; 
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Now broken, shattered, all my schemes; now humbled, powerless, am I. 


Within, beside the Friend, my heart - while I stand weeping at the door, 
Were thousand times a thousand sorrows mine, it asks not why I grieve. 


If I cry out: 'O heart of mine, what of the dues religion claims?’ 
It makes reply: Be not confused - Love is not reached by works alone? 


And should I make to harness it with: Pay the burden of your dues;' 
Plunging and rearing it reproaches me and cries: "You see not Truth?' 


If you be faithful to your word, of all mouths blessed is your mouth; 
Though I repeat this an eternity its ear hears not my voice. 


And yet my heart, and yet my soul, two that are fashioned but as one, 
A thousand times abandon Yunus, he to Friendship's Face still turns. 


32 
What grief is this, O God, which finds not any cure? 


And what this hurt, this pain - a wound no eye can see? 


My heart, bereft of joy, finds no satiety; 
And still to Love it turns - but gives no heed to me. 


And when it turns to me, its counsel freely gives: 
"The heart that burns with Love, from Love finds no release. 


The love that clings to soul - this is not any Love; 
Who casts not soul aside sees not the Loved One's Face. 


In that Love's marketplace where souls are set for sale, 
My soul is put on view - but buyer there is none. 


Love has a human face; and what is of this world 
It will not set at naught - nor fear of the Latter Day. 


For still this world of ours is with that Latter one; 
The lover owns a place, though this is known to none. 


"The lover now has died,’ we hear the prayer pronounced; 
What dies is animal - true Lovers perish not. 


My Lord, if you be wise, be steadfast on your Way; 
Here it begins, here ends - its worth unquestioned flows. 


The place of brotherhood is nobler than the heavens - 
No polo-ball is seen, though stick delivers blows! 
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The gateway of the saints, of magnanimity: 
All they who come in Truth will never be denied. 


Into this Unity is Yunus now absorbed; 
The compass of his mind cannot conceive return. 


33 
We need the Vision true - not what the world reveals; 
We need that Meaning which contention cannot yield. 


The blessed Night of Power? this very night can be; 
The morrow put aside, no need of dawn have we. 


Let us but take a single sip from Love's cup here, 
And we forsake the heavenly waters of Kevser. 


So of that brimming cup let us now drink a draught: 
The drunkenness it gives can bring no after-pain. 


Yunus fell intoxicated in the Way; 
He has no need of shame invoking Taptiik's name. 


34 
Of such who claim the dervish name, whom dervish-hood has caught with joy, 
The hearts are unconfined - there is no more for them the fear of shame. 


Humility is theirs - a silent tongue replies to him who rails, 
No blow for blow returned; so from the people they are separate. 


Hold from the crowd some way apart, and drive all turmoil from your heart; 
A hundred thousand for the dervish are as one - and none a foe. 


The whole world is your friend, O dervish, if you truly dervish be; 
What passes bounds make temperate - that there be no more enmity. 


In this our world of dervish-hood our treasury is poverty; 
And naught save that do we desire - not home, not wealth, not properry. 


If you have held another's hand, or heart bestowed on fellow man - 
When you confess that faith, you never shall know infidelity. 


Yunus, once you have seen a Man, think not the One to multiply: 
Make no distinction, "this' or 'that; the dervish casts no wits awry. 
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Our country is from others set apart, no land like this to see: 
In credal book is not set out our faith, nor our theology. 
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This way of our belief indeed is known to multitudes of men; 
In this or latter world you will not find through books our ways of praise. 


The outward cleansing matters not; nor ritual of hand and foot; 
And even when our head is not bowed down our prayer we raise up still. 


Not in Mecca is our trust, nor yet in mosque or formal prayer; 
In Truth, in silent Truth, we pray unceasing to that Truth alone. 


But still to Mecca let us turn, still make ablution as of old, 
And enter still the house of prayer; these mark us yet as incomplete. 


Your fellow by your deed is hurt - though pure ablution's water be; 
Know well that it is by God's grace, and that alone, if clean are we. 


Who penetrates another's Word? This state outruns the mind of man; 
And these - our Moslem renegades? Tomorrow, there, for all to see! 


Yunus, make new that soul in you, that so your Friendship be recalled; 
If you with Love give ear, Our power you share to all eternity. 


36 
This people call me Sufi: ceaselessly I ply my rosary; 
My heart will not accept the Wisdom which my tongue forever tells. 


Though licensed?8 to expound the Word, my piety is but a fraud; 
For all my care is elsewhere placed, the Way ahead veiled from my sight. 


My words are wise, and yet I know they are a garment as for show; 
Not to heart's poverty I turn - pride holds its place still in my heart. 


A dervish I, indeed! My patience spent, my tongue denies the Truth; 
The words I daily din into my ear my inner self heeds not. 


They kiss my hand who see me, look upon my dervish cap and robe 
And make an image of me as of one without the stain of sin. 


My worship, superficiality; pleasant my words of cheer; 
Could they but see my inner trade - a trickster of ten thousand years. 


The people see a Sufi face; they greet me, stand aside in awe; 
Were I to do as they suppose, my strength would fail, hand reach no more. 


To outward eye, a dervish I: yet hollow, sweet though my word might be; 
Yet even he who has forsworn his faith is not so base as me. 


Yunus, commit your failings to your God, to Him your all entrust; 
He will not deal with you as you have done: His Grace is full and just. 


59 


37 
The Path the brothers travel is far narrower than narrowness; 
It was an ant bestrode the road like this of Solomon the King. 


The ant found tongue, and to the host of Solomon direction gave; 
That ant was moved to speech until response was made by Solomon. 


The heart, too, speaks; it welcome seeks, calls: 'Let me quickly come to you?’ 
Only until it finds the Friend my heart conformist is to me. 


No person lives who takes away the burden of another's soul; 
Who claims to have the strength for this - let him stretch out his hand and see. 


Whatever word one to another speaks, of evil or of good, 
From God alone comes its reward: we travel by a narrow Road. 


Tear-streaked we see the lover's face; unceasing day and night he weeps; 
The lover tears of blood will shed until the Loved One seeks what ails. 


The Four Books30 much I read, and taught their meaning much in parable; 
But when I came to learn Love's Truth - I saw all in a syllable. 


Such as boast their dervish-hood, who eat not what they may not eat; 
Forbidden fruit they will not touch - only while it is out of reach. 


"So-and-so has died, they cry, 'much was the property he left; 
The increase of that property was only while it was possessed. 


Two people talked of Yunus, saying: Would that we might see that sage?’ 
Another spoke: 'I saw him once - a lover well beyond his age! 


38 
Turn to me for but an instant; pity show, lift up your veil; 


As on the fourteenth night the moon, so gleams the radiance of your face. 


The word your mouth lets fall evokes a hundred thousand gratitudes; 
Grant that these lips, this tongue, may speak - so I might tell my thankfulness. 


Two rows of two-and-thirty pearls in coral set - so are your teeth; 
Yet purer they, though like, than pearls; and as for worth, beyond compare. 


The pureness of your qualities is wholesome as God's gift of grain; 
Your brow, the twin arcs of your eyes put into shade the new moon's light. 


As moth may not escape the flame, though seen, so too am I with you; 
The glance that lights me from your eyes, twin torches, sears into my soul. 
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The lover's neck is haltered fast and held by murmurings of Love; 
Yet lovers do not seek release - unransomed hostages their fate. 


Of which your lovely attributes could tongues unnumbered tell the whole? 
God in His mercy grant that you from hurtful eyes may stand afar. 


Your slender figure is for me as graceful as a cypress tree; 
Self-doubt is all that I can feel when I your ears bejewelled see. 


For Yunus the sweet vision of your face vouchsafed a sight of Truth; 
How can I tear myself away from what revealed that Truth to me? 


39 
O you who read in many books and think me of such little worth, 
If you would see the secret clear revealed - read but one page of Love. 


Mark not the surface of the word; in action will the choice be seen; 
Open the inward eye, and see the face of Love - and the Beloved. 


Look well, where lover is there too Beloved will be in ecstasy. 
Two in one involved; think not that they are two - nor you apart. 


If you are yet locked in Duality, are captive to your mood, 
If you the Friend seek not, the jurist snare you have not understood. 


If, dervish-robed and girt, to purest Love you give the tribute due, 
You would, like Abd ur-Razzak, pupils, sanctity no more pursue. 


A man of God, a noble soul, apostatized, abjured his faith; 
Much more need you your idol shatter - body render to the flame. 


If you had learned to see yourself, had blotted out the image false 
And to the Truth been true, It would unasked reveal Itself in you. 


You knew not shame nor fame, elect and common were to you as one; 
But if you now have truly learned - then come, and read a page of Love. 


From Love this world was born - as Love has brought to tongue these words of 
mine. 
Poor Yunus, what then should he know, who never learnt from black on white. 


40 
That by which our heart is held, whole worlds there are which love It too; 
To whom should I deny this - claim there is a single gate and Way? 


That which is loved of the Beloved, to us must be as well beloved; 
The friends of our Friend - how can we be other than at peace with them? 
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If lover you would truly be, be friend to him who loves your Friend; 
And if this be not so with you, you may not claim to be my friend. 


He whom you hold of little worth has in the highest rank his place; 
Belittle not, accord respect to all; so was the Pathway made. 


But if your heart is filled by Love, for all make self a sacrifice; 
So may you find your place, a loyal leader" in the ranks of Love. 


To hearts which truly love the Truth, that Truth will open wide the door, 
Put self-regard aside, pull down entire the house of selfishness. 


The high and low, both friend and foe, they all are servants of the Friend; 
If you would tell this Word abroad, what choice but to forsake your home? 


This, the counsel Yunus gives, is as a treasure, secret, hid; 
Those who are lovers of the Friend, their selves of both the worlds have rid. 


41 
We fell to muse in Meaning's house; from there existence we surveyed; 
We found that both the worlds are visible in all that truly is. 


The tracing of the skies above, the deepest of the depths below, 
The seventy thousand mysteries we found in all that truly is. 


The seven earths and seven skies, the mountains and the oceans there, 
Hell itself and very Heaven we found in all that truly is. 


The black of night and light of day, and in the sky the planets seven, 
The Word inscribed on lasting rock, we found in all that truly is. 


The Sinai mountain Moses climbed, the angels’ Holy House aloft, 
The trumpet blast of Israfil, we found in all that truly is. 


The Jewish Torah and the Christian Book, the Psalms and the Koran, 
The message which they each proclaim, we found in all that truly is. 


True is the Word which Yunus speaks: devotion we respect in all; 
For where you want Him there, we found, is God - in all that truly is. 


42 
Whatever word I speak, of You it is my tongue will ever tell; 


Wherever I may walk, it is to You my wishes wing themselves. 


Truth it is that those who love You not - they are but lifeless form; 
So they who have that life, their need is a beloved one, like You. 


By all the world You are beloved, though yet beyond the veil, unseen; 
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This, and the latter, world by sight of You revealed would be destroyed. 


Demons, peris, men and angels, all are lost in Love of You; 
In wonder wrapt, before You stand, adoring company of Heaven. 


Were I to drink a poisoned chalice from Your hand, yet life it gives; 
Though I its Meaning cannot tell, my soul its healing power knows. 


Though honey-sweet my food, without You it is poison to my soul; 
Where else to taste the savour of the soul that only is in You? 


If pain must be my lot, a hundred thousand sufferings my fate, 
Still shall my joy not fade - in loving You I count no more the score. 


What matters it if Yunus here is but an atom in a world of Love? 
They stand, the earth and sky, God's firmament, in virtue of Love's fire. 


43 
How should the stream of life avail, when life we have abandoned now! 
To jewellers we have made over gems - all such we have abandoned now. 


Not everything of worth is counted valuable to this our band; 
Naked we came - the commerce of the world we have abandoned now. 


Faithlessness and faith, the two to us are veiled in journeying; 
With faithlessness we have reposed - and faith we have abandoned now. 


If 'you' and T appear to us, we only know Duality; 
We toiled in each of these estates - and both we have abandoned now. 


In the marketplace we know, our wealth becomes our poverty; 
Our commerce being such, anxiety we have abandoned now. 


A pedlar I have been such as no profit ever sought to win, 
As profit is not ours to hold - and loss we have abandoned now. 


In piety we asked, but none of what we sought fell to our lot; 
Since we have now renounced all such, so doubt we have abandoned now. 


A hundred thousand years of life, and yet the day has barely dawned; 
Through numbers we have passed, the singular we have abandoned now. 


Yunus was once much occupied by bounded time and circumstance; 
Infinity attaining, time itself we have abandoned now. 
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Open your eyes to all my heart, yet let your thoughts be circumspect; 
Look to the order of your life, but never to another's fault. 
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With all, so rule the way you live that they recall we all shall die; 
Eternal life, my soul, is this: to leave a name for kindliness. 


If you would change the world in which we live into the world to come, 
In worship pass your days and nights; recline not, cup in hand, at ease. 


Should you a dervish see approach, stoop to his feet in reverence; 
If he should ask for alms let not your brow be by resentment knit. 


Be careful that the word you speak is given as you heard it first; 
Assume not to yourself the wit to add a single word to it. 


The world is luscious, sweet, to us - is meet for Man to take and eat; 
So what is ill, is harmful, covet not to gnaw in eager greed. 


The food five fingers carry to your mouth, gulp not as if your meed; 
Cut, put by for those in want, never forget another's need. 


Yunus, He Who gave it takes your life when death comes on that day; 
Tomorrow you shall see Him - now, from saints’ regard turn not away. 


45 
Advise not those who know not Love, the loveless heed not your advice; 


Without Love we are but as beasts - to beasts advice is mystery. 


Stand never from the wise apart, but shun the ways of ignorance; 
From meanness God withdraws Himself - the Face of Love such cannot see. 


Submerge the dark rock in the water - though you bathe it fifty years 
As ever stone will it remain, nor substance change for use by Man. 


Yet from the rock rise many waters, at its foot that bounties grow; 
Than rock more hard the heart ill-nurtured, never can it fruit bestow. 


The great grey owl expends not strength on sparrow-hawk by day or night; 
The eyeless mole is its concern, the water-fowl feel not its might. 


The falcon, peregrine, and hawk - much praise is theirs from those who praise; 
But birds of prey which lose their strength no more are true to raptor's ways. 


The dual universe's sun transforms the superficial world; 
Those who know not think it dead - by death how can it be defined? 


Yunus, be not ignorant like these, but from the wise stand not afar; 
If ignorance is joined by faith, the light will pierce the darkened mind. 
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Souls оп the sacrificial Road look not to life's anxiety; 
You are the Soul I need, not life full of the world's anxiety. 


You are the Soul within all souls, the stream of all created life; 
To us You are true faith, belief; far from the creeds' anxiety. 


I bathed my wound and, wiping it, I knew whence it had come to me; 
The care Love feels for me is other than my wound's anxiety. 


Your Love to all has opened me, my grief I keep not to myself; 
And now that I have seen You plain, I hide not in anxiety. 


May there be any cure for me, when I myself am hurt to Him? 
Afflicted, I may come to You - my cure is no anxiety. 


Come, let us be lovers, always in that Lover's company; 
I laid me down in drunkenness, not there is my anxiety. 


The sharply pointed arrow-tip of Love has pierced me to the heart; 
But if of Love I die I feel not from that tip anxiety. 


What did I do with soul or heart? I threw them on the fire of Love; 
Though loyalty I have forgot, I know not doubt's anxiety. 


I flew aloft from Love's high tower, and made its circuit as I passed; 
I was united with the Friend - and sensed no more anxiety. 


I plunged into the oceans' depths; the mother-of-pearl in darkness found; 
Myself a gem became; no longer knew the seas' anxiety. 


Let where I stand be Sinai's mount, and Lover's Face what I behold, 
I need not Moses now - no more the 'you'-and-T' anxiety. 


This Yunus they recalled; they said: "His caravan has gone its way, 
At journey's end no more for me the caravan's anxiety. 


47 
Who travels by true Meaning's way will no more feel despondency; 


For hearts which hear true Meaning's voice will never perish utterly. 


The flesh will wither, souls die not; that which has gone will not return; 
The flesh it is which perishes - souls will not vanish utterly. 


Though you a hundred thousand words to hearts unjewelled may address, 
Save God give grace to you and them, that grace is absent utterly. 


Take care, the heart of Love is brittle crystal; see you break it not; 
Once shattered, any hope to make it whole abandon utterly. 


65 


If you should leave your pitcher at the well-head for a thousand years, 
How may it fill itself? It must stand there alone - and empty, utterly. 


Hizir and Ilyas, the two, they both drank of the stream of life; 
And in the years long passed they had themselves not perished utterly. 


This world was formed by God from naught, in virtue of Mohammed's Love; 
Who come into it may not stay, they are not of it utterly. 


Yunus, while yet your eyes can see, look well to do what you must do; 
Who thence have gone will come no more, have hence departed utterly. 


48 
When you an "T pronounce, recall that Meaning does not know that state; 
Is ever sentinel with double vision set to guard a gate? 


If for yourself you have a care and heed this Word which I pronounce, 
Say not of anything you see that you and It are separate. 


For It alone abides, beloved in every nation of the world; 
It is not in the stars to separate Love from the Beloved. 


As you forsake your faithlessness harm not the faith you now pretend; 
Hostility is foe to us - yet never stranger, if no friend. 


The message brought you by this Word is but abridged, indeed abridged; 
Make sainthood for yourself the choice - much more than mere maturity? 


Master, this language of the birds is that which Solomon once knew, 
Hear me, master, when I tell you this is not mere empty breath. 


Looking not to right nor left Yunus and Taptiik speak joy; 
Know that the lovers of the Real are wholesome, right, not sinister. 


49 
Look not on anyone with scorn, not one there lives devoid of worth; 
To look disdainfully was never pleasing to the dervish heart. 


Make of your heart itself a dervish, to the Friend yourself be friend; 
With heart by Love possessed the dervish never can know emptiness. 


A dervish will be known to dervish, steadfast on the Path to Truth; 
Like to the phoenix is the dervish, not to kite or bird of prey. 


Dervish-hood is of the heart, has passed beyond the dual worlds; 
Proclaims the message of the Lord in openness and Love to all. 
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O Yunus, he who knows the Truth can never speak а word untrue; 
Who travels with Duality the rightful Road has yet to view. 


50 
Empty the prayer you make if you have once a human heart destroyed; 
The two-and-seventy nations cannot cleanse your hands and face for you. 


Countless saints have been and, having left their lands, passed on their Way; 
To Truth they all ascended, phoenix-like - the others, lost, astray. 


The Road is that which straightly goes; the eye is that which sees the Right; 
He is the saint who stoops himself; in arrogance there is no sight. 


If by the true Path you have passed, have touched the hem of holiness, 
Have ever worked for good - one deed is as a thousand, nothing less. 


Yunus joins word to word, as though to butter he would honey add; 
His goods he hawks, as gems to those who wish to buy - for others, mad. 


$1 
There is no slave without a Lord, nor is а Lord such with no slave; 


How may the Lord be recognized were there no slave to make him known? 


Sultans there will always be, and slavery will yet endure; 
The Lord alone is everlasting - this the abiding Principle. 


From everlasting, God and slave; such is the Road unvarying; 
See which slave is, which is God - perceive, who understanding have. 


Wrap yourself in Unity, and tell the news of Truth and Joy: 
To leave behind Duality, O slave, forsake Identity. 


See the hidden sight before you, mystery within the view; 
To the slave deliverance descends - not he it was who knew. 


Tell, tell again - you are the Whole, you are not mere material; 
Of Meaning you the image are, entire - find in yourself the Lord. 


Come then, take away the veil, flee from self unto the Self; 
You, too, will to Mir'äj attain; to you will every path then lead. 


O sense, where are you to be found? A single mouth speaks every tongue; 
Each piece of the connected Whole brings tidings of the Total Mind. 


See, Yunus, where your Being is; not on earth, nor in the skies; 
Await, the curtain now unfolds; come now, and bow in reverence. 
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Not with dervish cap or robe is dervish-hood to be attained; 
Who of his heart a dervish makes needs not such outer covering. 


Put not the blame upon the robe if you have not yet found the Way; 
Walk as though the Way you tread - a Path not made for dallying. 


Barefoot, with head uncovered, Love toward your Sheykh will guide your steps; 
Saints have found their food, have life discovered, though they walked unshod. 


Yunus, risen, speaks of Wisdom to all saints along the Way; 
He is a comrade with all travellers who journey by this Road. 


53 
Not for us the single view: come, let us to the Friend, my heart; 
Let us not in longing die; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


Let us away while life remains, before the form is left behind; 
Before the foe has breached the walls; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


Let us away, not stand apart; let us now for the Friend prepare; 
Our place is in the line of Sheykhs; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


Let us abandon home, and land - though we may grieve for friendship's sake; 
To find the meaning of true Love, come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


Be for me a certain guide as now we follow Friendship's Road; 
Let us forswear the backward glance; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


Not resting in the world of form, passing and illusory, 
Let us hold fast to Unity; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


Beyond this world let us progress, soaring above to Friendship's realm; 
Let us no longer breathe desire; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


This our world does not endure; open your eyes, your soul arouse; 
Be to me a comforter; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


Before they tell that we have died, that death has laid his hand on us, 
That Azrail has struck us down; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


To sainthood let us now attain, seek now God's message to receive; 
As comrade Yunus Emre take; come, let us to the Friend, my heart. 


54 
Once, from the father's loins into the mother's womb there fell the heart; 


God it was who so ordained it; into treasure fell that heart. 


There, on me, was soul bestowed, into flesh and bone and blood; 
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Into a span of fleeting days, into movement fell the heart. 


I walked alone, secluded, then; not yet God's mercy had I known; 
Torn was I from my true home as into this world fell the heart. 


First they placed me in a cradle, swaddled tight my hands and feet; 
When, bitter taste first on my tongue, into salt?* then fell the heart. 


Each day they unwrap me, twice; with silver coins they deck my brow; 
Give my mouth the breast: into the grip of self then fell the heart. 


My infancy I set aside, determined in my mind to walk; 
But though with puny frame I strove, from this to that hand fell the heart. 


When, as a boy, possessed by pride as on me each a kiss bestowed, 
My mind companion was to me; and into self-will fell the heart. 


I reached the age when joyfully I saw what sprouts on lip and chin; 
Then vanity took hold of me and need for love seized on the heart. 


I knew the right, preferred the wrong; all I performed in earnest haste; 
I thrust away all but desire; deeper in selfhood sank the heart. 


At five-and-forty features change, in beard both white and black appear; 
On seeing this, into a mood to pluck these out then fell the heart. 


Endeavour now brings no success, and arm cannot enforce the will; 
Putting aside this doleful state, to graver things then turned the heart. 


The son cries: 'Senile, yet won't die;' the daughter: "Would that he'd lie still!' 
Their own state understanding not - into yet others falls the heart. 


Grateful are they that death has come, and to the graveyard turn their way, 
Repeatedly recall God's name; into "Thank God' now falls the heart. 


They bring the water for ablution and the shroud to fold the corpse; 
Place upon the bier the body; into death then falls the heart. 


If self to effort you have given, the grave is no constraint for you; 
Who never for the good has striven - of fiery wine now drinks the heart. 


Yunus, know your state; if what your Road must bring you to is this, 
While yet your strength abides in you, a means of blessing be, my heart. 
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Death moves always with us - not for us to know whose turn is come; 
It makes a garden of all people, plucks the one it wants from it. 
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Many the backs it bends in pain, many deprives of all they have; 
Tears of grief it makes to flow as Death grinds down with all its power. 


From one the loved companion takes away, bereavement's tears it brings; 
No mending can the breast so stricken know; Death sickens of the kindly deed. 


When vigour is made frailty, Death comes to make its presence known; 
It leaves another prey, and comes with narrowed eyes this one to find. 


Where is our moment's Love? Be now obedient, walk in purity; 
Poor Yunus tells you: only the monstrous - that it is which Death can grind. 
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At dawn I went abroad, by morning's light the place of death I saw; 
The graceful forms once flesh, now hidden, in the dark earth laid I saw. 


All these both joy and grief once knew, who now lie lonely in each grave; 
Where blood had fled the vein and coloured the surrounding shroud I saw. 


Headstones tumbled, in disorder strewn, their latter homes in ruin; 
How aweful their condition those whom care had now released I saw. 


No pasture now on plateau high, nor Winter in the vale below; 
Their tongues in silence stilled, their mouths clamped tight for ever now I saw. 


Some had lived for merriment, some for grace of word or form, 
Some had only sorrow known: their yesterdays today I saw. 


Colourless those bright, dark eyes; faded those faces like the moon; 
Beneath black earth, the graceful hands which once had gathered flowers I saw. 


Convulsed these human forms committed now for ever to the earth; 
Those wretched, withered ones who thrust away a mother's love I saw. 


Some there are who weep as demons pierce and rive their tortured souls; 
And from the flames which had engulfed their tombs the wreathing smoke I saw. 


Wherever Yunus saw these things he came to give us news of them; 
Knowledge once I had, but now confused; and yet these things I truly saw. 
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You are Mercy, You are Grace; to You O God I stretched my hand; 
In none but You have I my cure: to You O God I stretched my hand. 


The term was reached, death showed itself, full to the brim the cup of life; 
And who shall stay who has not drunk? To You O God I stretched my hand. 


My tongue dried up within my mouth, my soul from body wearied now; 


70 


As eyelids then begin to droop, to You О God I stretched my hand. 


My winding sheet they cut as to Your majesty I turned my gaze; 
In wonder what my state should be, to You O God I stretched my hand. 


Ready stood my bier when to the four points call to prayer was made; 
As for the prayer the people stand, to You O God I stretched my hand. 


Then moved they from the rites of death and scattered earth to cover me; 
Their duty done they went their way: to You О God I stretched my hand. 


Azrail and Death's twin angels, ,35 black of brow, with flaming eyes, 
Spoke in turn the word ordained: to You O God I stretched my hand. 


They led me to the narrow road, they took me to the hair-breadth bridge; 
Trust in myself completely fled, to You O God I stretched my hand. 


See, now the time has struck when we cry out in anguish from the heart, 
When what is born of mother dies: to You O God I stretched my hand. 


Angels, and all creatures, are transported, rapt, in awe they stand; 
Now glory yours, awakened ones: to You O God I stretched my hand. 
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A stranger came I to this land, from which I long now to depart; 


The moment come at last when I shall burst the bonds of slavery. 


The Friend invites us to His side, His thought is always for our care; 
Despite my shame I know that still His blessedness will flow to me. 


The substance of the Four Books in my time I often read and taught; 
And I have learned that not the pen, not written page, provides our need. 


The seven meanings of the Book a single letter manifests; 
But save that You give me the Word, I wander, straying from the Road. 


Who from that single letter learns remains untrammelled by the world; 
Why then do clouds of care envelop me in all my wanderings? 


The men the Law gave birth so often seek to bar the Way to me; 
Upon Truth's ocean I have been a bird that dives into that sea. 


Thence came I where I stand today; here was it the One I found; 
One with Mansiir, I to the scaffold came - my ashes rise on high. 


Bitter and sweet can never be the water rising from one spring; 
To mock me is the mode - yet from the conduit still I trickle out! 
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If yesternights have darkened been, and on my Path is no repose, 
If yet I have for guide a saint - why then should I be led astray? 


To all the world my guilt is this: that I pronounced the name of Truth; 
They flee in fear from treachery - is it for me to rail at that? 


Yunus, this is bird-tongue such as Solomon once understood; 
I too have sensed the substance which the saints have spoken on this Road. 
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From the Friend came tidings to me: 'Steadfast stand, and so attain;' 
My life to sacrifice I give that, giving it, I may attain. 


These two yards of simple cloth, having neither sleeve nor hem, 
This shroud should be my robe of honour; wrapped in it may I attain. 


When that which takes all life shall come and bid me trust myself to It, 
Then may my trust be in the Source of trust, may I through That attain. 


My life departed, helpless standing, as I started on the Road; 
In knowledge that the friends I knew have too known joy may I attain. 


Earth and sky will fill with sound as Death's twin angels come for me; 
May I responses give to all they ask that so I might attain. 


Many my shameful sins as I untroubled walked in this sweet world; 
May I so give account of all I did that yet I might attain. 


And still I fear to lose this fragile flesh which I have nourished here; 
But let that be with darkest earth co-mingled that I may attain. 


Now have I harvested, have gathered in again the fruits of life; 
So let these goods be brought to all, cries Yunus, so may I attain. 
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Here I have no resting place, I came here only to depart; 


I came, a wandering pedlar, all my wares on show for those who care. 


I came not to dispute, my only occupation is with Love; 
I came to fashion hearts here, hearts which are the dwelling of the Friend. 


My madness is the drunkenness of Love - all lovers know my state, 
I came my dual nature to transfigure, and to merge with One. 


I the servant am in Friendship's garden, He the Teacher is; 
I came to sing, a nightingale, in joy among my Teacher's flowers. 


Souls which here in Friendship dwell, will there be known as they once knew. 
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I came that, by my Teacher known, I might make offering of my state. 


Ask where Yunus may be found: where Friendship is, he too is there; 
Come, see, from me His tidings take; it was to see this that I came. 
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He Who sent me to this place knows well the work for which I came; 
I have no dwelling in this world, it was for service that I came. 


Much have I journeyed in this world and touched the hem of many a saint; 
I heard the voice which is of Power, and to the pitch of passion came. 


I hearts broke down with pungent word, as scorching flame I withered souls; 
My secret to all folk made known, as to the world displayed I came. 


Idris the tailor Ibecame, and I too weaved the cloth he sewed; 
The cry of anguish David's beauteous throat gave forth - this Ibecame. 


Moses on Sinai I became; I was the sacrificial ram; 
Ali was I with sword in hand as to the battlefield I came. 


With visage of that moon in Love, I was as honey spread on lips; 
My gaze transfixed by those dark eyes, myself the jet-black brows became. 


I was a meadow by the sea; a bucket rising from the well; 
Even the prayer that Jesus spoke I was as to my task I came. 


I was the moon and filled the world, a cloud and lifted to the sky; 
As rain I wept upon the earth; in glory to the sun I came. 


To those who trivial talk reject, who eyes have opened on the Road, 
To those who, understanding, have made choice, to these in dream I came. 


I am the pain-filled cure for hurt; I am the gem in Wisdom hid; 
Moses I was on Sinai's mount, from there to realms below I came. 


"Му Way the place where you must stay, the voice of Truth comes at the dawn; 
On Yunus Emre's tongue the Truth - so, on a tongue, in dream I came. 
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To whatsoever place my face is turned I am caught up by Love; 


Love it is which stirs my heart, companion with me on the Road. 


My Being aches for loveless ones, for them my secret is disclosed; 
For when we lovelorn see, the inner self and outer are as one. 


This Love, of Mercy's nature is, of all our souls It is the Soul; 
And so this struggle with the Evil One is every moment mine. 
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This my soul is as a bird held fast inside by body's cage; 
But when the Friend one day sends word to me I will fly out to Him. 


I came, and looked upon the world; I left it this day - or the next; 
Here I may not take my ease; here for me is endless toil. 


Yunus cries: Т am a lover, and am faithful to that Love; 
This Love display, decay, knows not, such as the fruit of other loves.' 
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Look not upon me in disdain - I looked upon the Friend and came; 


From state and time which have no end, together with the Friend I came. 


He it is upon my lips, existence is of Him alone; 
My Being only there is found; a stranger to this place I came. 


A pedlar I, with goods for sale; my Master and my Friend is Truth; 
In Him it was my loss was turned into my gain when here I came. 


The seven skies by Love were made, from Love they took their form and shape; 
Upon this earth He turned His gaze and rising to my feet I came. 


Then saw I the sevenfold Hells, with each and all the eightfold Heavens; 
From dross of fear my sin I there refined, as to this place I came. 


Adam was I, but did not stay; I failed to wring the neck of self; 
I sinned, and ate of that which cast me down from Heaven whence I came. 


At the flood Noah I became and for religion's sake I strove; 
Who entered not the Ark I flung into the waters when I came. 


Falsehood dwells not in my Word: open your eyes, look on my face; 
My footsteps still are visible upon that Road by which I came. 


In the flesh of Job I was, when torment I brought on my soul; 
I called upon my God when I, as flesh, food fed to worms, became. 


Zachariah too was I who made his refuge in the tree; 
I shed my blood on every side as, head by torment pierced, I came. 


With Moses, Sinai's mount I climbed, a thousand-words-and-one I spoke; 
The nature of all things created there it was I learned, and came. 


Jesus I became - through Power, not womanhood, as they have claimed; 
To me came grace from Truth itself; as dead restored to life I came. 


I was Girgis on the rack, Мапзйг when оп the scaffold slain; 
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As though I were the wool of Hallaj - such the state to which I came. 


Upon a night the Truth decreed Mohammed should ascend to Heaven, 
The whole of me, from head to foot, I too, in adoration, came. 


God, alone, from everlasting was - the Soul in prophets hid; 
Yunus's Self in secret lay, and in transfigured form I came. 
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The Friend looked on me - since that time I knew the Lord revealed, and came; 
All doubt dispelled, to highest in the height in certainty I came. 


Take no heed that I be drunk, or say not that you think me mad; 
Such drunkenness is of Eternity - I tasted it and came. 


From all Eternity I was; to "Am I not?', "Yes!' was my cry; 
Within that timeless, everlasting sea a current I became. 


The heady joy of it I knew, so on my tongue the cry was heard: 
"My life, religion, faith, all rendered as thank-offering, I came.' 


Love to me became as Jesus, prayers were offered by the saints; 
In earthly form, and once again, I perished, yet I rose and came. 


Mansur cries: 'I am the Truth, and 'Let the flame consume the form;' 
Let such to scaffold come - and I my executioner became. 


So ask not where is Yunus found: for where the Friend is there is he; 
He who sees His gospel gives - in solitude I saw, and came. 
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O beloved ones, O brothers, ask of me where then I was; 


In the sea of Love I was engulfed, that ocean swallowed me. 


Before all things had yet been born, or angel hosts the skies had filled, 
Before creation yet was formed, with Him who formed it I was one. 


Where hand of worry could not reach, nor eye behold unhappiness, 
Beyond the city of despair, in glory then I had my home. 


He who joins with us in this, all turmoil let him lay aside; 
More inner than the secret Self, a hidden joy I then had known. 


Before I had the Four Books*' read, and sought to classify, and choose, 
I memorized what I was given, and was the minstrel of this Love. 


It was my Sultan's licence and command that brought me to this realm; 
The dual worlds became my paradise, and I Ridvin became. 
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He it was stood wait for me, close guarded me in every place; 
One with the soul within, I was the taper of the candle flame. 


Years without end I was a star, with angels longing in the sky; 
When the Omnipotent brought order out of chaos, there was I. 


Angels without number shall we stand, rank upon rank above; 
Gabriel there I saw when I was in that glorious company. 


Ninety thousand are the words which Truth may speak with the Beloved; 
But of them one in three will secret be, and in them I was hid. 


Before my present form was given, before as Yunus I was known, 
He was I, and I was He - with Him who proffered Love, at one. 
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He seized my heart, and I know not the wherefore or the why of me; 
The Self I am I lost awhile; I search, but Him I cannot find. 


Not by my will entered I the Path, my speech is not my own; 
I crave a sufferer to tell my woe - but such I cannot find. 


Yet am I thankful for my hurt though I have mocked it jestingly; 
We shall discover, we who grieve, though I myself I might not find. 


If they should ask of me who was it took possession of my heart; 
How shall I recount what passed when, weeping, I no word can find? 


He Who has my heart made captive penetrates the universe; 
Wheresoever I may gaze, without Him no place can I find. 


He Who gave the cup to Yunus, He it was prayed 'En el Hak;' 
I drank the draught He proffered - now sobriety I cannot find. 
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Now have I, once again, arrived where I must speak the secret Word; 


The single Word by which the earth and sky shall know the sense of awe. 


If I so wish life shall come forth; if so I wish flesh shall be formed; 
Sinai my heart shall be, Moses my soul, and Love as Solomon. 


If what I know as life should challenge me, such living's neck I wring, 
But if for me death is decreed, my life I gladly sacrifice. 


However Jesus reached his end, may I by like Path reach that Soul; 
And from the Way of virtue to the world of Truth may I bring joy. 
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Who is this Death's angel, Azrail, who dares to claim my soul? 
Within the prison-house of his intent I shall himself restrain. 


And Gabriel, who is he who can presume to judge my suffering? 
Pinioned beings like him, in their thousands, come beneath my sway. 


Those who came this Way before us made of Meaning mystery; 
I came to manifest that Meaning born as though a part of me. 


Yunus, every Word you speak with Truth's own Being overflows; 
Thence I came, that I in lovers' hearts that Being might become. 
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I am both Ka'aba and idolatry - I am the whirling universe; 
I am the cloud which rises to the skies and pours its rain on earth. 


From loving parents of that dynasty which has its home in hearts, 
Who made the Summer, beautified the earth, I learned how I must serve. 


I am the flash of furious lightning, writhing and weaving out itself, 
I am the poisonous serpent in the black depths of the earth beneath. 


Who helped Hamza to scale Mount Kaf, then brought him to bewilderment, 
Who put down many from their thrones, the Lord of Wisdom - these am I. 


Iam the One who, bones and flesh and skin uniting, fashioned us; 
Ilie in Wisdom's cradle and am suckled with the milk of Power. 


To many my commands I gave whose lives passed in prosperity; 
The burning coal, the glowing iron, anvil and hammer-wielder — 


Who freezes earth, snow's fashioner - yet brings to creatures every need; 
Know that I to everything am Merciful, Compassionate. 


Come then, you who truly love, the right Road you may learn of me; 
I am a steadfast signpost to your goal - the City of all Hearts. 


An ocean, calling to the waters of this world, Yunus am I: 
Self-subsistent, faithful standing, giving form to earth and sky. 
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I rose together with Mohammed on the Night of the Ascent; 


Possessed of nothing, a companion of the Sufi brotherhood. 


To these I was a means that they might patience and contentment know; 
Though one head from my shirt is seen I am a being fortyfold. 


Among that forty, one I wounded sore with keenly cutting blade, 
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Andall the forty, losing blood as one, I caused to understand. 


Before our father Adam and our mother Eve had been created 
Iit was who, destitute, was driven out of Paradise. 


I, too, it was who with the prophet Moses Word from God inscribed; 
And, with the prophet Jesus, I it is who stands in Heaven above. 


With Omar-i Hattab for justice and for righteousness I strove; 
And I was with his son when he his retribution due received. 


Ibrahim Edhem looked on his throne and crown - abandoned them, 
And entered on the Path; yet I it is who feel that mystery. 


Abd ur-Razzåk of the brotherhood companion made of me; 
And with Mansur I too was made to suffer on the scaffold stretched. 


Then I took Yunus as my name, made known my secret to the world; 
Who will in times to come be on the tongues of men - that one am I. 
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Since I the Truth discovered in myself, doubt means no more to me; 
If I see not the image of the Friend, what are my eyes to me? 


Let him approach who prays, who tells the ninety thousand needful things; 
Who, praying makes an outward show - see, what is such a friend to me? 


On Sinai would I be with Moses and, as eyes effulgent, see; 
Become the word the tongue makes sound: what then the trumpet blast to me? 


As Moses Sinai I ascend and look on Radiance itself; 
Now, here below, save that they see the Friend, what bring my eyes to me? 


I made the total of myself, my faith reposing in that Friend; 
In reverence rose to Unity - what now is piety to me? 


Unlettered was I to that Friend, He called my name Illiterate; 
Sugar my tongue, my flesh its cane - how stands the speaker then to me? 


Yunus the illiterate, with fathers nine and mothers four; 
Let me but burn in flame of Love - life's commerce, what is that to me? 
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Iam who is Before and After; for those who live their lives am J; 


For those who on the Road have lost direction ready help am I. 


To constancy I cleave - to those who strive to find my mystery; 
The sightless ones - where shall they see me, when in hearts alone am I? 
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Who in an instant 'Be!' commanded, formed and looked upon the world, 
He Who of His Power furnished it, gave life to Love, am I. 


Who laid the level places and thereon the weighty mountains set, 
Who wove a cloudy bower above, and dressed the lands below, am I. 


I was for lovers both profession and denial of their faith; 
In faithlessness, and in Islam - and in the doubting heartam I. 


He who harmony creates, who writes in truth the Fourfold Book, 
I am: the Koran that He wrote, black lines on pages white, am I. 


Who orders this and every place, in Friendship reaching Unity; 
A gardener who harmonizes, ornaments the world am I. 


Even He Whose order rules the earth, Who makes the day to dawn, 
The Master by Whose hand the seas and oceans move in waves, am I. 


He Who speech confuses, and Love's cauldron makes to overflow; 
Who caused Hamza to scale the mount of Kaf, the venomed snake, am I. 


Who utters is not Yunus, but the Self within it is which speaks; 
Believing not in final faithlessness, Before and After - I. 
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That secret talisman am I which in these days has been revealed; 
The everlasting goal which once I lacked is now for ever mine. 


That secret once revealed, all which was dark is now made brilliant; 
How many the stages I have passed to reach this body and this life. 


I had pronounced the Noble Name in Which this world came into form; 
But Adam I took for my name when I into that world had come. 


Since they, by looking, see me why do they to others questions put? 
ME it is they seek - and I become uncertainty for them. 


I have been found in every place, in every atom I was known; 
Since everywhere my sound has rung I have to this land, too, been told. 


Yunus, what kind of man is this who publishes such mysteries? 
Hear then! This music and this flame - each one am I, now come to tongue. 
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That which I speak is with authority - for I a Firman hold; 
That which I speak shall come to pass; for that my Sultan's Word I hold. 
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АП human ones, all spirits and the fairykind, know my command; 
My throne will make the winds to move: the seal of Solomon I hold. 


The world to me is sustenance, its peoples and my own are one; 
Each moment is for me a judgement which within my heart I hold. 


What though men and Satan, each, should err, what though they cause to err? 
Whatever is, of good or ill, is mine; for all from Him I hold. 


When life like You is there for all, then those who seek the Stream of Life 
And still in darkness find themselves, as senseless sorry beasts I hold. 


For He is that which makes me live; without His life I am as dead; 
Think never that I hold my living higher than that Life I hold. 


Religion, faith, for me is He: were I without Him in this world 
No idol would I worship, nor the Cross - to no faith would I hold. 


Yunus, speak: no doubt can be that He is I, and I am He; 
The Friend is true to what I speak - and what the Friend speaks, that I hold. 
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O Friend, would I were swallowed by Your sea of Love - and so pass on. 
Let dual worlds be manifest as I, my time fulfilled, pass on. 


I would that Your waters covered me, that I were not Elif, Dal, Mim, 
But nightingale in Friendship's bower where blooms are gathered - and pass on. 


As nightingale I long to sing, to be a heart in human frame 
As, heedless of all other things, Your Road I take and so pass on. 


In gratefulness I own that I have seen Your Face, have drunk Your Love; 
The city of the 'T' and 'You' I would abandon and pass on. 


This is Yunus, wayfarer of Love, bereft of the bereft; 
In You is care for all my pain; Your cure I seek, and so pass on. 
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O Truth, my God - O Truth, my God; none there is like You, my God! 
My sinfulness absolve, O You, the Most Compassionate, my God. 


To You I make my cry O Lord: what is the balm for this my hurt? 
But never spare me, so I ever burn in flames of Love, my God. 


Come place me in the centre of that fire that I may be engulfed; 
So for Mohammed, Your Beloved, I may become а torch, my God. 
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Neither in destitute nor rich are You; nor palace nor the lowly home; 
But into humble hearts You enter, there make Your abode, my God. 


For You are ours, as we Your servants are; many the ills of these, 
Yet to Your Heaven direct them; grant they may with Burak rise, my God. 


Learning I have not, neither piety; no strength remains to me, 
Save as Your mercy brings to me when You my face make shine, my God. 


Bestow on Yunus Your compassion, on Your sinful servants all; 
Without Your mercy and forgiveness we are wholly lost, my God. 
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In this world of dissolution oft-time I am filled with awe; 


As oft-time I in joy am lost - and oft-time sorrow seizes me. 


Amidst the motions of the world, to angels now I make my pleas; 
And now, I am the sun and Heaven's throne, myself celestial. 


I measured out my paces, seven and four - when I eighteen surpassed 
The nine I left upon the Road that I might be my Lord's command. 


The Friend from sorrow brought to us His joy; I offer it to all, 
In outward form a man - within I am a soul and a beloved. 


Now am I a Mutti, learned in the Law, who sees things clear; 
And now, a man deficient; now, a man of prudence in affairs. 


Now, with Yunus I discourse within the secret, inner Fish; 
Now, to the stars I reach and am, like to Selman, a thousand souls. 


Now, in basest depths below, with Satan I work wickedness; 
Now, to the throne of God I rise, and circle with those moving hosts. 


Sometimes I hear, yet sometimes I do not - can find no sustenance; 
And often, in oblivion, I am both man and animal. 


Now, within the compass of men's minds, І am made manifest; 
Now, am I of the accursed; now, of the whirling Saturn, lord. 


Many are they who monsters are within though clothed in human form, 
And often I myself a fox, a wolf, a lion, am become. 


How often I have been the separated, and who separates; 
And often I am both a man and spirit - and a devil too. 


How often on the field of Love I would the steed of self make prance, 
And of my head I make a ball for striking on the polo-field. 
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Sometimes I long to be at one, in one-ness with that very One; 
Sometimes I would return, become a droplet - yet the ocean too. 


Sometimes I am in hell together with the Pharaoh and Haman, 
Sometimes I am in Paradise, become that beauteous youth Ridan. 


Sometimes I am a fighter, with the Franks upon the battlefield; 
Sometimes I am a very Frank - a traitor in oblivion. 


Sometimes I am rejected and unknown; sometimes Nemiid become; 
Sometimes I am transformed into Ja'ifer; sometimes a bird in flight. 


No-one can meaning find in words which come to me from the Divine; 
Hizir has on the Road remained - and I, a circling universe. 


So often is a friend made one with me, and I with him am one; 
As often in distress and sorrow am I set apart from him. 


Earth and air and fire and water I would leave to see His Face, 
From chance released, assume the form of formlessness outside this life. 


How often do I make the claim "You-l' or shamelessly, 'I-You'; 
Hong to stand in silent awe released from trickery of tongue. 


They ask what means my speech, and yet my Being burns if I speak not; 
Then let me speak in pearls, and to the Friend be song of nightingale. 


Let me from prison be released to live in dwellings of the free; 
But in another prison-house would still be prisoner - and guard. 


As to Yunus from Taptik, so too from Barak to Saltiik; 
Since what was granted to us overflows why should I seek to hide? 


That Which is both First and Last - may I be That, and That alone: 
Before and After, That abides; and I - might be All save That One? 
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So it was I knew myself; most surely know I found the Truth. 


Only till the finding was the fear - now I from fear am free. 


I fall not into slightest doubt; from nobody may fear now come; 
For who shall now be cause for fear when I with what I feared am one? 


Azrail approaches not, no Questioners beside my grave; 
What questions can they ask of me when I both formulate and ask? 


Such time as I became as Him, and will according as He wills, 
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Не came, and filled my heart; I am a shop in which His wares are seen. 


Seek the Owner in His shop; He has His substance where He dwells; 
To all the people now I am of worth since He is hither come. 


The living take us by the hand - how may the lifeless know the saints? 
They who take, they also give; of all I am compendium. 


Truth the door to Yunus opened, it is that Truth Yunus reveres; 
Му care is the Enduring State: a slave I was - Гат a Lord. 
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A meagre cup contains the sea yet cannot serve to quench my thirst; 
My lamentations know no pause; unceasing tears stream from my eyes. 


Come, let us journey to that land, there find the garden, enter in, 
Where ever sings the nightingale and never pales the rose's bloom. 


The gardens of our land are filled with flowers forever fresh displayed; 
In beds attended lovingly my bloom exotic will not fade. 


Oft the Beloved to my hand held out the cup that Mansiir drank; 
And so the flames blazed higher round me: none there is can know my state. 


Upon the Road to the Beloved you burn until you are but ash; 
Though in a day I burn a thousand times I will not turn away. 


Ferhad I was, as of my soul the pick-axe sharp of Love I forged; 
I cleave the hills eternally: my Shirin seeks no word of me. 


Yunus cries: My Sultan, Love of You it is has burned my heart; 
Give healing to my hurt: so only shall my soul not taste of death. 
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O you who call me dervish, what of dervish-hood is there in me? 


In Summer uplands of true dervish-hood as Winter are my deeds. 


The dervish name I took and clothed myself in all its outer forms; 
Yet when I viewed the Way ahead I stood in shame at what I did. 


My dervish cap and robe I view with pride, but wrong is all I work; 
In every part of me a thousand falsities, and more, are hid. 


They look to me for guidance on the Road: I speak, and they believe; 
They think me innocent of heart; woe, that such burdens come on me. 


If you within me look, there is scarce half a penny's worth to see; 
The quarrels and confusions of my outer self whole worlds would fill. 
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Yunus calls to you: 'O lovers of the Truth, O truly saints; 
I now can but commit my state upon this Road to God alone.' 


80 
Could it be that there is here another exile such as I, 
Whose breast is torn, whose eyes are filled with tears, an exile such as I? 


Throughout the realms of Riim and Sham, and regions of the Upper Lands, 
Much have I sought, but never have I found, an exile such as I. 


May none be so bereft that they should burn with yearning in such fire; 
World's Master mine, may none be ever made an exile such as I. 


My tongue pours words, as tears my eyes; my Being aches for sundered hearts; 
My star it seems stands separate in the sky - an exile such as I. 


How often with this pain I burn; though I for death's release should yearn 
Yet in my grave will then be found again an exile such as I. 


They say that when an exile dies the death three days remains unknown, 
And cold is the water for the washing of an exile such as I. 


Yunus Emre mine, O Yunus, pitiful; no balm your wound can find; 
From city unto city go your way - an exile such as I. 


81 
Heart, you are weary and oppressed by endless journeying; 
May God, my God, from every peril keep you ever free. 


When humankind oppression knows from other humankind, 
Better to go, and never more be seen, than envy find. 


Since I was born, by exile from my own have I been driven; 
So now my heart's blood trickles, seeps away, from breast so riven. 


A field of thorns my country now, the rose-bed exile is; 
Better the cup of poison now rather than sugar cane. 


Yunus, while yet you travel trustingly towards the Friend, 
May God, my God, from every peril keep you ever free. 


82 
O my heart, I long had sought to know where you are to be found; 


In what is ruined, desolate, laid low - by God, there you are known. 


The day I to my heart conformed no more of self-regard remained; 
God's mercy be, till in whatever place you stand you are possessed. 
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For but a twinkling you are light - а moment, and you walk bereft 
A sign for all to see: for pain you are a captive remedy. 


Now in piety you pray, obedient to religion's rules; 
A moment, and you are become rebellious, every creed oppose. 


We shall pass through, and go beyond, this Love, in torrents overflowing; 
Yet there are times, my heart, when you in mosque and in Koran are found. 


So Kayseri, Tabriz and Sivas; Nahjivän, Maräsh and Shiraz, 
Even Baghdad, my heart, is near to you - though mad to all the wise. 


Yunus, raise yourself in worship, stem the moisture of your eyes; 
Whether tomorrow, or today, you are to Truth a sacrifice. 


83 
Crazed heart you have again brimmed over; must you, as the waters, rage? 
Once more my tears of blood run down: are you to bar the Road to me? 


Do what I will I cannot reach my Love, no balm my pain can find; 
Iam cast out from my true land - and do you seek to hold me here? 


I lost my comrade on the Road, since when I have no solace found; 
My heart's blood! Must you well within me till, as tears, you pour from me? 


Along your Road I am as dust - and yet more you demand of me: 
Are you the mountain which, in stony challenge, stands athwart my Way? 


You snow-topped mountain hard across my Path like to a highwayman; 
Torn as I am from my true Love, would you now close the Road to me? 


You clouds that gather round the crags of these same snowy mountain peaks, 
Is it for me, your tresses flowing, that you bear unbroken tears? 


Yunus is beside himself, my destination hid from me; 
The meaning he cannot divine when Yunus glimpsed You in a dream. 


84 
If that Friend should not come to us, let us return to find the Friend; 


Though stricken sore with suffering, to see the Friend's Face is my end. 


His Love has taken hold of this poor piece of earth that is my all; 
Who is there seeks for goods within a marketplace without a stall? 


But should a stall be set in the bazaar, the Friend will enter there; 
My heart knows I have wrongly wrought, so to the Friend my plea I bear. 
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Му heart tells me the Friend is mine, my eyes tell me the Friend is mine; 
My heart bids me be patient: still I long for tidings of my Friend. 


Unfaltering look full upon a soul on which the Truth has gazed; 
For us it is not to deride the one whom Truth has looked upon. 


Taptiik yet speaks to Yunus: 'Should this love of yours to Truth attain, 
This is sublimity.' My journey then shall not have been in vain. 


85 
Fill me so with awe that I may burn within the flame of Love, 
That whatsoever thing I look upon I find You always there. 


Since when my Sultan called to me my soul set out upon the Way; 
Since I am here but as a guest, how should I then in dalliance stay? 


That which is called the sevenfold hell is nothing to my suffering; 
Your Love has me despoiled: how shall I have the strength to suffer it? 


Since when my soul has smelled Your fragrance I have cast away the world; 
I know not where You are: show me the place where those who seek may find. 


In every instant tidings come of You, yet never are You seen; 
Draw back the veil that hides Your face from me that I may meet Your gaze. 


My soul tempestuous as the seas, my body tosses like a shell; 
Then let me sink, be swallowed, in the waters of the double sea. 


If I should cross the seven seas and drink the rivers seventy 
My thirst will be unquenched - for only Friendship's draught can satisfy. 


The lovers told me of four ways of faith: through seven my soul has swum; 
Say not how many witnesses have testified that I am mad. 


If they should yearn for eightfold heaven let seventy thousand houris come; 
But shall it be that these entice my heart, and such deceive my soul? 


Whose reading is in books of knowledge, these may never taste of Love; 
Mansiir I am - let me but live on lips of men, though slain today. 


This Word of Yunus is a cry to fill the souls of all; 
The negative but sightless stay before whatever I display. 


86 
Iam that orphaned pearl which depths of ocean never yet have seen; 


A drop I am that to the ocean is as much an ocean too. 


Come, see the waves of wonder which conceal the seas of mystery; 
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Though they are endless, yet these waters wide within a drop are hid. 


Mansur did not dispel the Unity when he cried: 'En el Hak;' 
Through Friendship's love-lock on Love's scaffold here in nakedness I hang. 


In this world of multitudes Joseph are you, and Jacob 1; 
And yet no Joseph is, nor yet Ken'in, in the Real world of Unity. 


In that world Mejnun the lover never called on Leyla's name; 
But I myself was Leyla - and Mejniin I was, her worshipper. 


Before Ye, Nun and SinS6 arrived, or soul in body's mould was poured, 
I came here drunk with Love's delight; could I with that same taste depart! 


This body burdensome becomes since now it bears Yunus's name; 
If you should seek to know me - to the Sultan I a sultan am. 


87 
From nation, faith, He banished me Who made a captive of my soul; 
The one who hears His voice no more has heart or soul to call his own. 


Those who do not sense my state upbraid me: "He has faith forsworn;' 
With what shall faith give nourishment to one who has no heart, no soul? 


In form I had conceived my Being to be one with heart and soul; 
Of both He left me destitute, that One Who on me Love bestowed. 


Love's sentinel has never held forbidden from me anything; 
Not in Islam, not in creeds, is faith - or faithlessness - recalled. 


The rule imperative will not be found where life in Love is lived; 
A tongue which no response receives - who is it can this language know? 


He made the hand to rest from toil, caused care to come to those in pain; 
In Friendship's marketplace we have no memory of loss - or gain. 


He drove me from my outward self, cancelled the balance sheet of life; 
They know по more of fear or want who put aside all 'good' and ‘ill. 


Ask not for news of Yunus, where he is - where Friendship dwells is he; 
He sets at naught a hundred thousand gems who dives into Love's sea. 


88 
Today, discourse in Love is ours - who 'ours' confesses, let him come. 


The one who lovingly can drink Love's poison potion, let him come. 


Into 'contentment's cloak the head of fearful ‘caution’ I withdrew; 
I shaped the shirt of 'shiftlessness' - if wise would wear these let them come. 
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Within the marketplace of Love I raised my voice and cried my heart; 
As though a muezzin, I call: "Who is at one with me may come. 


This ocean covers jewels numberless which hand has never held; 
Its waters, full of mercy, overflow; who would be clean may come. 


Hear my words my friends: in yesterdays it was I made today, 
And then I lost myself, who would the true Path travel, let him come. 


Yunus the wretched saw it so; took to his hand a book of verse Such as the learned have not 
read: who hears its Meaning, let him come. 


89 
You chant: With Him no partner is,58 and yet a partnership you claim; 


Who gave command to you to make Duality of what is One? 


Faith and creed can only spring from righteousness and Truth, naught else; 
From what is partial, incomplete, can you religion fabricate? 


Since it was Heaven which sent us the Koran, God in the Word partook; 
From God His gospel give then - chirp not always bird-like of the Book. 


Tome on tome of commentary you read - much grief you draw from such; 
Tartar-like you claim that neither want nor fear is found in you. 


Con not the written page - absorb: true Being is to know your Self, 
If to yourself you are unknown, with brutishness you are but one. 


The sum of science is no more than precept from another's mind; 
When you no precept can perceive you can but blindly cast a stone. 


The Meaning of the Fourfold Book in Mustafa was codified; 
You have forgotten this it seems when peddling your commentaries. 


Falsely you bow in prayer; shameful in much, of blessing near bereft; 
Give ear with care, see where your words can lead - to very hell itself. 


You make pronouncement to the people, you yourself hold not to it; 
Full of words - but lacking works - in sloughs of sinfulness you sink. 


In doctrines you expound no dawn will rise on we poor mendicants; 
Yet come with open heart, and you will see you are no more than we. 


If you make claim that we have erred from what has been prescribed by Law, 
Success will not attend your case: your care, master, leads you astray. 


Yunus the wretched, from within Love's universe, proclaims this Word: 
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Speak not save what within is known - the added word is but your own. 


90 
We are lovers; what have we to tell that is more sweet than Love? 
It is to those who hear that I would speak of Love, with each discourse. 


This Love may not be circumscribed, by no analogy is bound; 
Not in this world nor the world to come Love's substitute is found. 


It is unjust to prate of Love to those who Love have never known; 
To one who is a lover in all Truth I may unveil my all. 


Take heed, take heed! Be sure that you guard well that which is told of Love; 
In place unworthy of the trust speak not the mystery of It. 


All traffickers in gems know well that in their trade the rule is this: 
Make not your jewels a display for those who cannot know their worth. 


Who, in the pre-Creation feast of friends the Face of Friendship saw, 
His is the Lover's soul: of him you may seek tidings of His Love. 


While yet nor earth nor sky had been created Love in Being was; 
For Love eternal is - whatever is of you was born of Love. 


All that Yunus comprehends is of a breast with Love made full; 
His hurt he could not hide - compelled, Love's secret he reveals to all. 


91 
I found the Soul of every soul; my own soul freely I give up; 


Of gain and loss I know no more - such commerce freely I give up. 


I have transcended T; the veil before my eyes is drawn away; 
Now, in the presence of the Friend, all doubt I willingly give up. 


My Self has sloughed off self, all self's possessions to the Friend returned; 
Giver and taker is the Friend: my speech I willingly give up. 


Attachment brought me only woe; swiftly I flew to seek the Friend; 
I fell into Love's poetry - my own I willingly give up. 


I wearied of Duality; in Unity's abode refreshed, 
The wine of hurt and grief I drank: my cure I willingly give up. 


When Being set out on the Road the Friend came out to welcome us; 
The broken heart was bathed in light; my world I willingly give up. 


From endless forethought freed, now Summer's heat and Winter's cold but pall; 
I have the chief of gardens found - my own I willingly give up. 
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Yunus, you thought you pleasure knew as once you honey-sugar sipped; 
Since I the hive of hives have found, my own I willingly give up. 


92 
My eyes are but to see You with, my hands to stretch, reach out, to You; 
Today my soul starts on the Road to find You with the morrow's dawn. 


Today my soul sets out in trust that You will give tomorrow's prize; 
Offer not Your Heaven to me - my eyes are not upon the skies. 


Heaven is no fit place for me; my heart I do not set on it; 
I make no tearful supplication for the garden of a sect. 


Heaven, that Heaven which is held out to us, has often led astray; 
I do not pine for mansions, or to clasp sweet houris in my arms. 


Here You have abundant houris given to us, without sin; 
There is my longing elsewhere fixed: in You I would my refuge find. 


Give Heaven to those devout in faith; for me - I need but You alone; 
Not for pavilions fair, for shady arbours - but for You - I long. 


Yunus for You in longing stands; Your longing show to him in turn; 
Unless in cruelty You deal, Your justice give that he might come. 


93 
Mohammed's soul was formed by God of radiant light celestial; 


Upon the world He poured abundant mercy in Mohammed's name. 


In Love He made him as a friend, watched over him in loving care; 
And to Mohammed He entrusted care of those who turn to Him. 


Mohammed is a sea which all the world embraces in its flood; 
The saints the water-fowl who congregate about Mohammed's lake. 


Not to this world's goods he held, nor any faith reposed in them; 
No tailor sewed a seam in cloth that served to fold Mohammed's frame. 


God's lion, Ali, has his place upon Mohammed's right-hand side; 
And on Mohammed's left the brothers Hasan and Huseyn stand. 


In all their thousands every year the pilgrims take the holy vow; 
They set out on the journey which will take them to Mohammed's light. 


Yunus, the old in years, is full of Love - yet lacking, pitiful; 
He only hunger knows who from Mohammed's table does not taste. 
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If I bring news of Love which saints have known, will you give ear to me? 
And would you be prepared to make your journey on this Road with me? 


Even the entrance to the Way to that far land is suffering, 
Would you to others sweetness give, and take the poisoned cup yourself. 


That country vineyards has, though bitter are the fruits they bring, 
Can you taste of the wine no beaker can contain, which comes of them? 


That firmament no morrow knows, no birth and death of sun and moon; 
Can you, abandoning all plans, your mind release from numbers’ bonds? 


Surrendering all you-ness', "T-ness', on the Road to "nothing-hood", 
Can you, in drinking of Love's cup, your very Being, self, forsake? 


Their substance comes to Adam's breed of earth and water, fire and air, 
Then tell me, Yunus, in but earth and water - is your Being there? 


95 
Take heed that you apportion not your heart to this world's goods one day; 
Who so his heart bestows will wake to find that he has dreamed, one day. 


This world a monster is, which Adam's sons and daughters can devour, 
It may become our turn to fall into its hungry maw, one day. 


Do you not see the earth reclining with the wealthy in its clasp? 
We too, like them, could find ourselves in that same fond embrace, one day. 


A bird which has its nest where hawk or falcon may swoop down on it - 
Where in that moment shall it flee? It will go to its end, one day. 


Yunus, helpless and forlorn, to sainthood's hem stretch out your hand, 
Until you are within Truth's flooding waters swallowed up - one day. 


96 
Who would with all their heart take to the dervish Road, let them draw near, 
Who from their hearts have driven all that is not Truth, let them draw near. 


That which goes by name of dervish-hood is substance infinite; 
Who would partake of it, whatever be their state, let them draw near. 


As to the sky his prayer ascends the dervish knows both ebb and flow; 
I would to all speak right: who does not heed his life, let him draw near. 


Dervish-hood is but a morsel - yet more vast than earth and sky; 
Who would this noble morsel swallow and absorb, let him draw near. 
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The dervish eye is ever open, day and night it never sleeps; 
God is my witness to this Word: if, looking not, you see - draw near. 


That which the dervish feels as Truth - that Truth is all his lesson here, 
Though never lip nor tongue should move; if you would hear that Word - draw near. 


The dervish arm is long, it blinds the eyes of those who would deny; 
Those who would straightly come, who err not east nor west, let them draw near. 


The dervishes are friends to Truth, their souls are but Truth's drunkenness; 
They burn as candle flames of Love: those who are moths, let them draw near. 


See then Yunus, destitute, whom dervish-hood has brought to this; 
Of self is his complaint - who wish to die to self, let them draw near. 


97 
O you who give to me the Sufi name - who say that Iam good; 
To wear the cap and robe - is this alone the state of Sufihood? 


I placed the cap upon my head, and so a Sufi I appear; 
An empty hive I am within - my robe for outward show I wear. 


Recitation on my lips, yet still my heart plans treachery; 
Is this how they recite the name of Truth who to Him true Love bear? 


My tongue holds not its proper place but falsehood shows by argument; 
My eyes have lost sight of Your Road; Your word I keep not which ears hear. 


Yunus knows with certitude the false stay ever on the Road; 
But, whether of false or true, we all, one day, will find what we hold dear. 


98 
O saintly one, on you I call: rise early for the latter prayer; 


Unless you should be wholly dead, rise early for the latter prayer. 


Listen to the muezzin, he calls to you the name of God; 
Demolish not religion's base - rise early for the latter prayer. 


The birds soar to the heights above; the trees their rosary recite; 
Brothers, sisters, take God's grace - rise early for the latter prayer. 


Prostrate yourself, His praise recite, lift up your hands in thankfulness; 
In knowledge of your certain death rise early for the latter prayer. 


Perform the prayer that is a prop, a pillar of the world to be; 
May heavenly light shine on your grave; rise early for the latter prayer. 
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Prostrate yourself with the imam; doubt never as you rest in sleep 
That you will yet depart in faith; rise early for the latter prayer. 


From each of us this life departs, this flesh we all shall leave behind; 
Yunus the dervish you, too, still rise early for the latter prayer. 


99 
This world in which we live - how shall I liken it but to a mill; 
And heedlessness its grindstone is which will this people make as flour. 


A mill indeed this world, and God it is to Whose command it moves, 
By Azrail's hand He turns the stone with which He grinds the flour so fine. 


The universe, as runnel, takes the flour, God's Being turns the wheels, 
Give thanks to Him Who puts in motion such machinery as this. 


By Him those whirling wheels revolve; beyond the runnel take your place; 
Your care it is contaminates His grain - forethought it is destroys. 


Found not a dervish home, O Yunus, thinking that more ears will hear; 
Many there are who know - and know far better than you know yourself. 


100 
Once more Spring's gentle breezes blowing bring to us its special joy; 


It is Your bounteous fullness makes an end to Winter's cold again. 


Once more incomparable mercy, merry-making, music time; 
Once more the Summer is new born, and happiness comes fresh again. 


Once more is nature robed in garments new with treasure newly given; 
New life once more on all bestowed, the trees and shrubs bedecked again. 


All things which grow, and had been dead, rise up and are reborn once more; 
A sign for those who God deny: new generation comes again. 


Once more the desert is made green, and swiftly bubbling brooks are heard; 
The land in friendship lives as to all worlds the gift is given again. 


Once more earth's face is fair with ornament, colours and hues combine; 
The nightingale sings to the rose as life breaks from the bud again. 


It is not Summer, Winter, that I sing - it is the Lover's work; 
To what He had condemned the Sultan wills to grant life once again. 


Yunus once more is held in trance, his honour and his name made naught 
As, from that noble cup which lovers know, he takes a sip again. 
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Those who dervish-hood would have bestowed on them, 
Their hearts in purity should hold, as silver, shining. 


Their breath shall be the scent of ambergris and musk; 
So cities, provinces, shall flower from their shoots. 


Their foliage shall bring to every hurt its cure; 
And, in their shade, for all a blessing shall be found. 


The tears that flow from lovers' eyes become a lake, 
And from its bed is born that reed which gives the flute. 


Each minstrel is a nightingale in Friendship's bower - 
And Yunus is, amongst them, as a francolin! 


102 
If both the worlds a prison are, they may for me a garden be; 
No sadness, no more sorrow, when the Friend His favour shows to me. 


Would that I were Friendship's slave; then would I be both rose in bloom 
And sweetly singing nightingale - my home the rose-garden of joy. 


My eyes have seen the Lover's face, though to the saints I am as dust; 
Yet those who comprehend may find my words as sweet as sugar cane. 


They who argument discard, who fly in faith to Truth alone, 
Who deeply drink the wine of Love - these find in drunkenness delight. 


As yet the dual worlds appear to me as though my prison house; 
The purest of the pure are those who know, and are known, in Your Love. 


Truly the hypocrite is blind - the morrow will bring shame to him; 
The bitter word the people speak to me shall be as sugar, sweet. 


Unceasingly in gratitude I bow in prayer before my God; 
Му 'I-ness' to the Friend I leave - let others from this dispute raise. 


Open your eyes while you are here; your inwardness speak openly; 
May these your words, O Yunus, to all worlds be told as songs of praise. 


103 
Who once Your face has seen, for all his life holds You in memory; 


You are a rosary for him which keeps him from all other faiths. 


If he should catch but glimpse of You, who holds himself in piety, 
To Your mihrab he then would turn, and would forget his rosary. 


If one there be whose mouth tastes sweetness, then finds You in what he sees, 
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The sugared mouthful swiftly he forgets before he swallows it. 


If they should ask to know the cost to me that I could love You so, 
My answer to them is: "The worth of both the worlds would not suffice? 


Were the two worlds brimful of beds of flowers in blossom without cease, 
Basil and rose could not compare with that sweet fragrance which is You. 


Should houris in adornment from the eightfold Heaven descend to us, 
Grant that my heart accept no other Love save only Love of You. 


The scent of rose and basil is to me like lover and beloved; 
Grant that the vision of the loved one never fade from lover's eyes. 


When Israfil the trumpet sounds and all creation rises up, 
Grant that my ears may nothing hear save only praises of Your name. 


Should Venus from the sky descend, and stroke her harp to glorious sound, 
Be You my sole delights - and never may my eyes lose sight of You. 


How, of a world and life which know You not, may any make a home? 
Better by far than both the worlds are You - of this let no one doubt. 


Since ever Yunus loved You, life and beauty are to him as one; 
His life each moment new created - age may never wear it out. 


104 
We drank of that sweet cordial which flows from Truth, praise be to God; 


We have passed over, and beyond, the seas of power, praise be to God. 


In safety and in joy we have surmounted all that lay ahead — 
Through vineyards, oaken groves and towering mountain peaks, praise be to God. 


Parched we were and found refreshment; from the lowly we were raised; 
Wings we were granted, birds became, and rose in flight, praise be to God. 


And in those lands to which we came, bearing in our hearts delight, 
We spread abroad to all the message of Taptiik, praise be to God. 


Let us now live in reconciliation who had once been foes; 
Our horses saddled stand - we take the Road again, praise be to God. 


We wintered in the land of Riim, both well and ill we laboured there; 
Then came the Spring and to our lands we turned again, praise be to God. 


We were a spring, our waters welled; we rose and spilled, became a stream; 
We flooded, flowed into the standing sea beyond, praise be to God. 
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We were а servant in the hearth and doorway of Taptiik's abode; 
Poor Yunus, then raw flesh, has now been made true food, praise be to God. 


105 
Let me recount the nature of my life, tell it in detail fine; 
Singly or in concourse, near or far - each one I would should know. 


Rebellious, loyal, great or small - the Friend as servants knows them all; 
And who may see the Sovereign's face unless the servant shows the way? 


The Road that leads us to the Friend is that which passes through the heart; 
Barren my deeds till I a heart had entered, naught could I fulfill. 


Those who journey to the Friend, in travelling forget themselves; 
In whatsoever place I am, know that the Friend has led me there. 


Where you' and T' are to be found, there all are sundered, separate; 
For how may he who grasps Duality with Unity unite? 


Had I not, with the Friend, learned what for all things is the proper end, 
My life, till now, in love of insubstantial things had passed away. 


Long would the story be in whole; how shall I bring it to an end? 
Which from all the list of my shortcomings have I means to tell? 


This rule I give: to kiss the feet of all the nations of the earth; 
For there, in every nation, may you find the loved one whom you seck. 


If he were truly lover Yunus would today have found his Love; 
But how shall Love make Its abode relying on tomorrow's Word? 


106 
Tell me, dulcimer and zither, what is your reality? 


To you I question put, and wait to hear you speak the Truth to me. 


"Of wood' they said 'they fashion us, and of the entrails of a sheep; 
Yet hear the guidance that we give - ignore, heed not, the outward shape. 


They say we are by Law forbidden: but me share not in thievery! 
So, what if we of sheeps' insides are made? By this are we unclean? 


They make a mockery of what we are, and that we call to Love; 
Our name indeed by Love was given - we do not lead mankind astray. 


In happiness we came into this world, and spread through it our joy; 
In ordered blessings are we found, and in a dream we have our place. 


They flayed a tree to make us, true; and with a gut completed us; 
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But after, in the sea of Love ме plunged: this 15 по empty claim. 


It is in ecstasy and music that we discourse with our Lord; 
Then Wisdom is in Meaning swallowed up - when we with angels live. 


Think upon the angels - learn from them what is your true desire; 
Since day and night, in everything you do they have their place by you. 


Among those angels are the Holy Ones who every life record, 
Who, every season of the year, rest not their pens, nor ever err. 


Their place is by each shoulder - one upon the right, one on the left; 
The one writes down the blessed deed performed, the one records the ill. 


The ink they use is of each self which they transcribe; nor it, nor paper 
Ever is consumed, nor pen wears out, in their unceasing task. 


Know, that in the tavern and the idol-house they go with you 
Though they are hid, and you, in heedlessness, have put them from your mind?' 


Yunus, glorify the only God, and in your heart give praise; 
Not other are this zither and this dulcimer than Wisdom's ways. 


107 
That which long I sought I found was manifest within my soul; 


For what my Being searched for outwardly was there, in flesh, within. 


That which, self-subsistent, never errs, without Which not one lives, 
Which step by step Its measure takes within the very soul itself. 


What binds this talisman of power - is told by every tongue on earth - 
What all the lands and sky cannot contain - has entered in this frame. 


Though one should be a thief, thieves too within themselves give It abode - 
Become the guardians of the law inside the prison of themselves. 


Hold him, It cries, while ever yet the thief, unchecked, pursues his way; 
A wondrous thief - no other than the one who makes the hue and cry! 


This power It is Which gives the rule when death is meted out to us; 
And It is death itself become within the execution place. 


It balances the sword of power and on the nape of self takes aim - 
Strikes - and makes the head of self to roll, its hands by blood besmeared. 


Who hears the fame of the Koran, laments that others are unsound; 
But only he who reads himself in the Koran can read it true. 
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That It is Who builds pavilions, palaces and hospices; 
And often, darkly masked, lies in a cellar hidden deep below. 


From head to foot It is the Truth alone Which holds you, keeps you safe; 
Nothing there is abiding save that Truth - this must you never doubt. 


If you are one, then come to Unity, Duality forsake, 
That you may find the whole Reality in faith which is unfeigned. 


So hear, and hear - then hear again the tongue of Wisdom speaking true; 
Those words of Wisdom which in knowing the Koran will come to you. 


The City of the Heart I entered, in Its depths immersed, thought-free 
In wondering love I gazed - and there it was, in Life, I found the trace. 


I tracked that trace I found and, as I travelled, marked on either side 
Such things of marvel that may never else be seen upon this earth. 


Yunus, they who understand will know the Meaning in your words; 
And may they speak those words according to the times in which they live. 
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You who are mad with Love, why stand you so in such diffused distress? 
That which has made you so is in yourself, within your very self. 


That Truth, Which consubsists with this world and the next, fills earth and sly; 
No eye there is can ever see nor It nor what It purposes. 


In taverns I have sat, yet never saw a place where It is not; 
And even in the public baths with It I often remonstrate. 


Who makes material form his aim on earth will find in it his foe; 
For him, not this world nor the next is found in profit or in loss. 


"Flee,' Its voice to many comes; to others, 'Stay' is Its command; 
And with the one in flight It flees, and stays with him who holds his ground. 


The Truth it is Which, in affliction, binds us fast as slaves to It; 
Yet still within the prison house It stretches out Its hand in help. 


"Poor Yunus, what is it, they cry to me, ‘which sends your wits awry?’ 
They seek in vain intelligence of those who hear this Mystery. 


109 
A Moon I saw this night more lofty than the Zodiac entire; 


My heart, my very soul, It so entranced I was as one possessed. 


With radiance from that Moon it is enlightenment comes to this world; 
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That noble Teacher with Its beam a lantern lit within my heart. 


Its brightness is Mohammed's light, the secret of the Friend of God; 
Such brilliance as, to human minds, a casement were flung wide in Heaven. 


The eye of the accuser sees no more when we are one with It; 
Whose need it is may yet go hundred times on noble pilgrimage. 


The Lover's words it is make tears, that are as blood, now from our eyes; 
When nightingales together sing the time of songless birds is passed. 


What make they of a withered tree? Just such a withered tree is he 
Who never has a lover been: they cast it in the fire at last. 


He who praises Yunus, let him praise - and he who curses, curse; 
In Love we started on the Road: when night comes let us then sleep fast. 


110 
A lover I became in joining with the saints; 
The Truth I found when I the face of sainthood saw. 


I came to Man-hood: there I found my heart's desire 
Which I, in asking outwardly, could never find. 


Then, in whatever place I looked, a saint I saw 
Whose heart was captive made by my humility. 


What is to every soul by Truth so freely given 
May yet not come to us by pilgrimage alone. 


The Ka'aba, know, is but the threshhold of yourself; 
I came not to it in my outmard journeying. 


Those seeing me had counted me as nothing worth 
Who now, at sight of me, with finger point me out. 


A lake I was; when saints their gaze bestowed on me, 
Filled with their fourfold rivers I became a sea. 


A voice came: "Yunus' - struck by awe I could not move - 
My eyes I opened when my ears were tuned to Love. 


111 
We hold once more within our hands the warrant true which Meaning gives, 


The Sultan of the world has on our tongue bestowed the Word of Truth. 


The Truth it is which speaks the Word that brings astonishment on all; 
But those who have not understanding cannot share this state of ours. 
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Our secret they do not partake, are not companions оп the Road; 
Who is not worthy of that state may not our ecstasy endure. 


In ecstasy be one with us, companion in our journeying; 
What doubts you have, make known - and bow to that Nobility we see. 


This is secret treasure, hid - what do Sufis look to find? 
Upon our lake, contentedly, sport water-fowl of every kind. 


Not this world but the visage of Eternity we worship here; 
The latter world we recognize - in these lands we live gratefully. 


Become the ocean, Yunus, plunge into the seas of heavenly light; 
Receive, hold to, the Word of Truth: be of the substance of the Right. 
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In whomsoever sainthood lives let him come in humility; 
If he from heights above looks down - his ladder will be pulled away! 


What is within will to the surface seep for all the world to see: 
The heart which travels full of pride will ever take the errant way. 


A greybeard venerable, who lacks all understanding of his state, 
Who breaks another's heart - let him not spend his strength on pilgrimage. 


The heart is God's own throne, and God has every human heart in care; 
Unhappy in both worlds is he who makes destruction of a heart. 


Deaf to all, no word he hears; night from day cannot discern - 
The negative sees not - no matter though the world is bathed in light. 


Excess of words the brute oppresses; so their dearth weighs down the saints; 
If you the inner jewel know, this Word will satisfy your need. 


What you for self would wish to see wish not for others differently: 
For this the Meaning is entire of the Four Books - if such there be. 


You know that those who came before have gone, returned to their own land, 
And those who sensed the Meaning - these were they who drank the wine of Love. 


Grant that Yunus never errs, nor stands in loftiness of pride; 
If Whom he loves the Lover is, let him not see the graveyard bridge. 
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Let me speak a Word to you - hear it if you have a soul: 
Begrudge not, be not covetous, if you have made your mind to Love. 
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This Truth we learned of Meaning: Love prefer, even to kith and kin; 
Much sweeter is it - if that Love be honest - even than a son. 


If you should falseness see in it abandon all, and save yourself; 
This is the Wisdom of experience, if you have ears to hear. 


The one you love, hold him in reverence as though he were yourself; 
Your very body give for food, should you occasion see for it. 


To eat another's bread, and trample on his salt is base ingratitude; 
Deny not bread to anyone when they have paid to salt the due. 


Goodness is the saint's beloved; dying, his Love in Heaven finds; 
Whatever is alive in you will be recalled when you are gone. 


That wretched Yunus is a madman every word he speaks makes clear; 
Beloved ones, reproach him not whatever fault there is in him. 


114 
How shall you find the Truth if you be not prepared that Truth to serve; 
If you do not prostrate yourself upon the threshold of the saints? 


The vineyard that is left untended will with briar become entwined; 
What shall you have to say unless you first within the fire be fired? 


But in the desert, lonely place what will you find to light the flame, 
Where there is nowhere to be seen kindling or tinder for a spark? 


Remain not where no people are; let not the flame of Love die down; 
Unless the hearth itself is reached how will the blaze by you be found? 


The sun of Truth yet rises from the Zodiac of Unity; 
Its beam will never shine on Yunus till he rends the veil of Shame. 


115 
Until I tasted of the wine of Love I nothing had of sense; 
My Being I knew not until I found the nature of true Man. 


How can he to that stage attain who on himself in whole relies? 
Whose hand the skirt of sainthood has not touched will never reach to God. 


If of religion you have need, and faith, then in this world do good; 
The uncompleted labour of this world will not be finished there. 


As nightingale is lover to the rose, so Truth loves those who serve; 
The tongue can speak no Word of Truth until in hearts of fire refined. 


This secret in my heart breaks out in speech, my pain will not be hid; 
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A lover can no word endure which brings no taste of Love to him. 


Poor Yunus, only those who truly lovers are may hear his Word; 
Bird-tongue is his - no comfort can he know unless it be with song. 


116 
If] without You enter on the Road I have no strength to walk; 
for You are all the power my body holds to take me on my Way. 


My heart, my soul, my mind, my sense, subsist in me through You alone; 
Our need is Love, the pinion of the soul, to soar up to the Friend. 


Who traitor is to his true Self will, as a hawk, rend his Beloved; 
Will dive on that which swims upon the pool, the gentle water-fowl. 


The Lord of Power has given to lovers Hamza's strength a thousandfold, 
Who mountains moved to open up the Way that takes them to the Friend. 


A hundred thousand Ferhads mountains yet dig up with their own hands, 
And rocks still rive to scour a channel for the Stream of Life to flow. 


The fountain of that Stream of Life is wheresoever lovers meet; 
Whose cup is filled with that pure water quenches with it every thirst. 


The seven satanic streams will be dried up by grief of those who love, 
Whose wish it is to bathe the eightfold Heaven in light celestial. 


But may I give the name of 'lover' to the one who longs for Heaven? 
For Heaven itself is but a trap in which the faithfuls' souls are snared. 


The lover will be humble, self-surrendered, on the Road to Truth; 
Yet holds himself against the world - he may not flee the broken heart. 


You know that many came before you and have, heedless, gone again; 
But it is not the ones who drink the wine of Love who pass that way. 


Yunus's soul is not beguiled by thoughts of Heaven or of Hell; 
Upon the Path he travels to the Friend - true sunset of the soul. 


117 
Iam without a place in this, the passing world - for my abode is there, 


As King, my crown and throne, my robe, my heavenly steed they all are there. 


Who knows what aerial thing Iam, each moment to that Face drawn up; 
My cup I now have drained, but was from everlasting drunken there. 


I came to be a nightingale, to be a song on every tongue; 
Iam a deer become, my musk to sell - but my true pasture's there. 
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I stood upon the globe of Atlas, joined with the planets in their dance; 
Though here my eyes but darkly see, I saw Mohammed's radiance there. 


As Job I knew oppression too, as Girgis died a thousand deaths; 
Alone I came into this world, and all of worth to me is there. 


Mansur, I to the scaffold came; as Joseph, sold to slavery; 
To hunt I came here in a lion's form but know my lair is there. 


I overflow in madness, cannot find my way to common folk; 
But though this Word I do not hear, in trance I know my ear is there. 


The secret Word speak not: in fire, unhurt, the salamander lies; 
By day and night he burns unquenched; so too my own light I find there. 


Since Yunus was caught up in these imaginings the world is fled; 
And yet, by God, what savour with my senses have I tasted there! 


Possessed of all - yet palace and pavilion could not satisfy; 
Where are they now? Within a cell they dwell, topped by a cap of stone. 


No home have they to rest in now; no more ascetic piety 
Nor feudal greatness will they find, now that their age is passed away. 


Where are they who once so sweetly sang, whose faces shone with joy? 
So lost are they that what was written on their stones may not be read. 


These once were Beys and Lords of power, with sentries standing at their gates; 
Come now, and see - you may no longer tell which Lord is, which is slave. 


To them all gates have now been closed, of blessing are they all bereft; 
Light they can no longer see - and all their days are yesterday. 


One day, O Yunus, you will say of self what now you say of these; 
For what to them He brought at last, the same fate He will bring to you. 


119 
My days in emptiness I spent; what may I make of you my life? 


By you I found no place - O God; what may I make of you my life? 


I came and, learning nothing, went; weeping my sorrow could not quench; 
Yet sought not severance from you; what may I make of you my life? 


When good and ill is written and the string of life is shortening, 
When what is form begins to fade, what may I make of you my life? 


Once you depart you come not back - you will not find me if you come; 
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Myself is all my treasure now; what may I make of you my life? 


Was it not in you I trusted, though I harshly dealt with you? 
What now remains is all I gained; what may I make of you my life? 


Wretched Yunus, you shall go; the wondrous journey you shall take; 
But still in longing will you linger; what may I make of you my life? 


120 
It swifty passed, this life of mine, as that sweet breeze which faintly blows, 
Truly it comes to me as though it were the twinkling of an eye. 


The Truth is witness to my word: the soul dwells as the body's guest, 
The day will be when it must go - like to a caged bird when released. 


Poor son of Man who has been likened to a sower in the field; 
And some spring up, some wither where they lie - like to the very seed. 


My Being flames, I burn within, for what I know not in this world, 
Like him, who in his prime, had for the dead brought Heaven's harvest home. 


If you the sick have visited, or to the thirsty given drink, 
Tomorrow, there, before His Face, Truth will have drunk the wine you gave. 


Yunus Emre, in this world they say but two immortals live; 
Like Hizir and Ilyas, it seems, are they who drink the Stream of Life. 
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Love of my homeland calls me - there would I be, crying 'O my Friend’. 


Who reaches it will never leave; there would I stay, crying 'O my Friend". 


Come Azrail and seize me for that journey where no horse may serve; 
But let me mount the wooden steed and travel, crying 'O my Friend’. 


Fulfilment I would find alone, would be an ever open rose, 
A nightingale among the flowers to sing there, crying 'O my Friend’. 


Let them fashion from this length of cloth a shroud to cover me; 
I would the clothes of this world shed, don others, crying 'O my Friend". 


I would travel like Mejnun, would climb the highest mountain peaks; 
I would become а candle, burning, melting, crying 'O my Friend’. 


Then set a stonesh to is own dust return was days and years roll on; 
Let withered flesh to its own dust return while crying "О my Friend. 


Yunus, go your Way where those who scoff share not your ecstasy; 
May I at last flow into Friendship's lake - still crying O my Friend". 
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This muezzin arose, with voice uplifted gave the Call to Prayer; 
He turned his face to majesty and made the act of will for prayer. 


My hands in reverence I fold, the Fatiha my tongue recites; 
I stoop in worship of the Truth - the bow that is prescribed for prayer. 


My place of quiet retreat is like the Mount of Sinai now for me, 
For there my heart has made, like Moses once, a place for joyful prayer. 


My eyes there saw a form - and as, prostrate, I lay in wonderment 
My total scheme of things was toppled: awe itself became my prayer. 


No longer might I pray by rote, in numbers tell my rosary; 
The love of You is now for me the end of fivefold daily prayer 


See what it has made of Yunus; glorious tidings he has brought; 
As lover now his converse with the Loved One two-way flows in prayer. 
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Engulfed by fire of Love I walk, blood-hued, for all the world to see; 
No more is mind, nor mindlessness: come, see what Love has made of me. 


One moment I am dust upon the Road - the next, as breezes free; 
And now, a flowing brook become: come, see what Love has made of me. 


Iam a foaming mountain stream; my Being writhes in agony; 
Weeping, as I recall my Sheykh: come, see what Love has made of me. 


My eyes with tears of blood are filled; a stone is set where heart should be; 
You sufferers, you know my state; come, see what Love has made of me. 


O raise me by the hand - O bring me to You, where I long to be; 
You made me weep - let me now smile: come, see what Love has made of me. 


From every tongue I seek to find a Sheykh in every land I flee; 
But who, in exile, knows my state? Come, see what Love has made of me. 


As Mejniin once, so now I roam; in dreams alone my Love I see; 
And, waking, am brought low again: come, see what Love has made of me. 


Poor Yunus I, now wholly spent; from head to foot my body rent; 
Far, far from Friendship's lands now sent: come, see what Love has made of me. 
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With Love intense we longed for Him, and once again that Soul we found 
Which, he who makes his own, is by his body wrapped as by a cloak. 
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When He this form has entered, every work Бу Him is perfect made; 
And He may tell the jewel that He is within an outward form. 


We know the outward forms as stalls laid out along this world's bazaar; 
Yet only those who are within the stall can sell what it contains. 


Many there are deceive themselves and claim that they have wares for sale; 
But He it is Who gives - as He Who takes - and counts not what is loss. 


Yunus, you yourself from Self, from Soul are never separate: 
If you within yourself can find Him not, where is He to be found? 
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Who trade in Love, their souls are all their capital; 


I saw how great the cost to those who souls destroy. 


He is a hero who for others gives his life; 
Can sword destroy who is in righteousness arrayed? 


See One in all; in who is least the saint perceive; 
Think not that those are dead who wear the dervish cloth. 


Swift is the Way to loftiest place on high for those 
Who in true faith abide, like Jesus, thousandfold. 


And swiftly they descend to lowest place beneath, 
Those who exploit the world, like Ka'ärun, thousandfold. 


The one who truly loves will in this sign be seen: 
He will be censured, but hide not what he believes. 


Fine silks he has discarded, common cloth put on, 
Who hears the mystery of Ibrahim Edhem. 


Keep far away from you all intellectual pride; 
For God receives the one who folds another's shroud. 


You all have heard it told how Mansur, when he saw 
The Truth, called: 1 am Truth’ - and to the flames was thrown. 


You it was who burned him, cast his ashes out; 
Is this the treatment meet for those who have loved you? 


Take heed, take heed, O Yunus, vaunt not: 'I have seen' - 
The end is fiery flame of such as make that claim! 
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In former time the fire of Love was burning, too, within my soul; 
I made no show of it, though well I knew the Friend had placed it there. 


Those who only in the Four Books read find not the cure for Love: 
Not Bey, nor Sultan, neither Judge - nor Teachers of Theology! 


The earth, the sky, move in their courses, storms and tempest sway; but not 
That soul shall in the end be shaken which in Love is strongly wrought. 


Though I may burn a thousand times upon this Road I am content; 
Sweeter by far than sugar, and most lovely, is the taste of Love. 


Love is not of human mother born, and is a slave to none; 
But every friend and every enemy is subject to Love's rule. 


Those who are by Love made mad, of loss and profit are made free; 
They fear no more the bitterness of cold, nor know the fiery heat. 


From everlasting I have known the recitation ‘En el Hak, 
Thou yet Mansur, he of Baghdad, had not been sent into this world. 


Who falls into the hands of Love must face his fate - be found at fault: 
And so it is the name of wretched Yunus is of ill report. 
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Once more the vision of His Face I saw; again my heart was seared; 
O Friend, the fire of loving You has burned into my inmost soul. 


He who sees Your beauty face to face, who gives his heart to You, 
Who holds the title-deed to Love, can never know satiety. 


Your essence, gem-like, radiant; the sun's own purity Your Face; 
Your Words for us are sugar-sweet; in awe we stand in sight of You. 


Vagrant was this heart in me, my body nothing more than flesh; 
Your Face I saw - my inner and my outer self were dressed in light. 


Yunus Emre, wanderer - he lives in hope Your Face to see; 
His gaze, unmoved, to You is turned: now fire-consumed what once was he. 


128 
Since when I saw the vision of that One who is the world's Beloved 


My heart, my soul, to Him I gave; His Love companion is to me. 


My heart, my soul, insistently proclaim that each is slave to Him; 
How shall I know which one is truly His when each with other strives? 


I know that my contentment has its place between these warring two; 
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And though I have no counsellor, in Him I know my happiness. 


If I should the condition tell of those who are in love with Him: 
Held by the halter of His Love they are more gentle than the lamb. 


My harmony with Him, though brief - a thousand years are not so sweet; 
A day without Him passed is like a great gash, where my heart had been. 


I turn and look - see, He is once again in everything that is: 
Before, behind, on right, on left - what then was Winter now is Spring. 


Before Hizir, Ilyas, appeared to me, I mocked undying life - 
Then, where was neither food nor drink, both I received abundantly. 


How many heroes, lion-like, stiffen their necks against Love's might, 
And raging at the fetters of Your Love are yet made tractable! 


For in the heart of every Being of all worlds is found His Love; 
Who loves Him not with all his heart - know that his faith is hard as stone. 


There is not one may not be set alight by but a spark from You; 
Your flames once licked poor Yunus - and to all he was revealed. 
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Rejoice, my heart, who once knew joy - walk now, again, in peacefulness; 


Fear not, to none make favour free; walk free of sorrow, free of care. 


Look on the Truth of things; is not the self sufficient enemy? 
Walk then in present readiness to struggle with the self you own. 


The self it is which brings temptation to the traveller on this Road; 
With others what have you to do? Walk untrammelled by the self. 


If you should look to find security from this world's wickedness, 
The dervish robe put on, and walk abandoning all pride and hate. 


If you would wish to know intoxication everlasting here, 
Fill to the brim the cup of Love - and walk a twelvemonth drunkenly. 


Another's vineyard enter not, nor gather roses not your own; 
But walk with your Beloved in His garden - there pluck what you will. 


Be not a thorn in others’ hearts; in lodges be not unripe, raw; 
The raw is savourless - become as food for all, cooked in Love's flame. 


Yunus, yours are words of joy; your Meaning is for those who hear; 
Your counsel safe delivered to all people, go your Way in joy. 
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130 
Yet again Your Love intoxicates - and leaves me desolate; 
Its heat has seared my heart, made of my breast meat for an offering. 


As branches under snow my back it bows - I grieve unceasingly; 
It makes of me a bow which from the viol draws sweet songs of pain. 


Count not it shame to me, O lovers, that I sorrow though I love; 
Whatever I may do - or you may do - is as our God ordains. 


While yet with eyes alone I saw, I could not grasp what grieved me so; 
I now know what reduces me to ash is Separation's flame. 


You jurist - what you se as now to round when you on Truth rely; 
Many are they to whom, as now to Yunus, God has made His cry. 


131 
While on the world I gazed I came upon the wondrous mystery; 


See then your Self within yourself, as I the Friend have seen in me. 


As one who serves I looked - I looked within myself and saw that One 
Who on this form had life bestowed, the One Who is at one with me. 


The Will it was led me to Him; if I were 'He', where might T' be? 
No more distinction was - He I became: no 'I remained, nor 'He'! 


For the Beloved is one with me, there is no hair's-breadth difference; 
Why take the distant journey when the Friend within myself I see? 


Blessed has my journey proved that to this place I now have come; 
The common way - I need it not: from such distraction set me free. 


The Negative can hear Him not - His soul is sensed by those who grieve; 
Of them I sing - from Love's rose-garden as a nightingale I came. 


Mansiir was I upon that time; because of him I travelled here; 
My atoms rose to Heaven's dome as I the 1 am Truth’ became. 


Not in fire may I be burned nor on the scaffold yield my breath; 
Let me, my task accomplished here, attain to bliss - for this I came. 


Possessing nothing, everything I give; all time and space is mine; 
For east and west and north and south, all earth and Heaven I confine. 


My heart cannot receive the one who cries that form is merely dust; 
For I have seen the essence of this dust with Majesty combine. 


My self at last has found my Self; and this because I saw the Truth; 
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My fear was till the finding - free from fear no more do I repine. 


Yunus, He Who brings you death, it is the Giver takes again; 
And now the knowledge Who is Governor of every soul is mine. 


132 
Sainthood such an ocean is, to take the pearl deep in that sea, 
To plunge into its depths, none other than a lover must you be. 


We dived once more into that sea: it is the Jeweller Himself 
Can tell the worth of such a pearl as we have made recovery. 


Be silent sooner than be middleman to sell another's wares; 
Like Ali, upright must you be who would perceive this mystery. 


Mohammed understood the Truth, within himself the Truth perceived; 
Truth is prepared, in every place, to show Itself to eyes that see. 


It is with that authority which lovers hold I speak to all: 
They who would steadfast stand let them be moved by generosity. 


The learned labour, adding black to white, and piling tome on tome; 
The chapters of this book read in the hearts of all humanity. 


Go your way, O Sufi, hypocrite who trades in things for show; 
Who but the Truth alone may give His servants their necessity? 


The Truth has place in human hearts; His signs are seen in the Koran; 
Above the Throne of Heaven alone Love's turrets rise more loftily. 


Say then that I am mad, cannot discern today from yesterday; 
It is because the arrow from Love's bow has struck this heart in me. 


Come now, Yunus the forlorn, grasp here the hem of sainthood's robe; 
For every wretchedness, in naughting self is the sure remedy. 


133 
Who sees, as I have seen, his Lover, the Beloved of all the world, 


Will find Him in his madness, in the mountains, having lost himself. 


Who loses self with thankfulness in searching for a sight of Him - 
How could it be that, seeing Him, he could be blinded? God forbid! 


Who is there with tongue to tell the Beauty His creation is? 
Save of the soul alone, what lips the savour of His Words may taste? 


Whatever is by us beloved, that it is our tongue must tell; 
So, whether or not I will, I speak the Word of Him Who holds my heart. 
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Wherever he may be, whose tongue the sweetness of His words recites 
Will bring His loveliness, His grace, to all the nations of the earth. 


He forces not His Friendship's Love on any who desire it not; 
He set the lovers' star to shine above Affection's lofty tower. 


My words are as an echo off the rock to those who sorrow not; 
My fellow sufferer it is who comprehends my mystery. 


Who gives himself to You in Love, his soul lives in eternity; 
His prayers Your Love encompasses, each moment day and night. 


If it had been that Venus in the sky had seen what Yunus saw, 
Her lute she would put by, forget - her harp her hand would stroke no more. 


134 
This God of mine has with His Love mace of my breast a wounded head; 
He made my heart His own and to the world exposed my mystery. 


Within my heart He walks with me; with me He speaks upon my tongue; 
This God a vision to my eyes appears as His celestial light. 


The eyes that are the soul's see Him, its tongue it is His tidings tell; 
For He it is dwells in my heart, has made of it His heavenly throne. 


His light it is lights up the soul, a place He has in every heart, 
That hearts and souls alike in everyone should overflow with Love. 


He proffers to each soul His cup for each to drink it to the dregs; 
I drank that brimming cup - such drunkenness my soul had never known. 


It is in that intoxication that our language pours out pearls - 
The jewels of that God Whose Love has brought me to the dervish Way. 


How may I make good a claim to be a dervish, slave to Truth? 
But hundred thousands like to me has Love made mantle-bearers too. 


So Yunus still consoles himself, delights that he has seen the Friend; 
His love the lodges of the saints makes ring with revelry and joy. 
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Cup-bearer fill the cup, and bring to us who drink the wine of Love; 


Let Doctors of the Law, too, drink of that which is to us our need. 


Of God is our discourse in Love; our wine the waters of Kevser; 
Our King, the King of Kings - of Separation is our song. 


111 


Let loving discourse be, to check the Teachers of Theology; 
That God-like state me seek who drinks of which will share eternity. 


The robe and cap point not the Way, nor in the cloak is Wisdom found; 
If you hold not religion's Truth search not, in vain, the page profound. 


Seventy volumes have you read - and piety you show in this; 
But if it be not seen in deed - then read again, a hundred years. 


A thousand times you went on pilgrimage, a hundred years lived pure? 
If you one heart have harmed - go, travel for another hundred more! 


Ask then of me to know which is the best - the Ka'åba, or the heart; 
I give the heart my choice, for there I know the Truth has made His home. 


Hearts of his neighbours were entrusted to His Messenger by Truth; 
It was upon the Night of the Ascent, " the Friend this Word made known. 


For you, Yunus, it is decreed - hold to humility by its skirt; 
If purity you seek, remain for ever in the human heart. 
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No need have they of wooden craft who throw themselves into Love's sea; 
O God, where elsewhere may we find such intercourse - such moment sweet? 


All sadness put aside - lament not: 'In this world I have no part.' 
Once you have loved the One Beloved no more may sorrow seize your heart. 


And if you too had seen that One Beloved Whom I have seen and loved, 
No more to others would you give advice - but would this life give up. 


The one who loves knows not advice, no profit can he see in it; 
All calculation throw away - all rancour and all pride forget. 


For they who truly lovers are, His sign upon their face is seen — 
The tears which day and night, unceasingly, with His compassion stream. 


A faith abides which lovers in all lands have ever owned - and own; 
But those who live in lovelessness, that faith, by God, have never known. 


Yunus, lift not your face from dust which lovers of all times have trod; 
Your life a hundred thousand times give up - in this shall you find God. 


137 
Does not the radiance of Truth descend on lovers ceaselessly? 


Are they not dispossessed of Truth on whom that radiance falls not? 


Know the sign by which is known the heart which is of all the Heart; 
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Is it not this: а Road which open lies from all hearts to that Heart? 


If in a single cage they put together crow and nightingale 
Are these not always melancholy made each from the other's song? 


And when the crow implores for separation from the nightingale 
Is that, by God, not what the nightingale itself would most desire? 


And so the case is likewise as between the wise and foolish ones; 
Is it not known that to the ignorant their faith is ignorance? 


Counsel not a lover - conflict every time will surely flow; 
And that advice is flawed when given by the letter of the Law. 


The wise will comprehend the Word which two-and-seventy nations speak; 
And does not every word which wretched Yunus speaks to you ring true? 
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Your Love has torn me from my self, You are my need, and You alone; 
Day and night I am afire; You are my need, and You alone. 


Possessions bring me no delight, nor am I grieved by poverty; 
My consolation is Your Love - You are my need, and You alone. 


Your Love brings death" to lovers - plunges them into Your sea of Love; 
Such death transfiguration brings: You are my need, and You alone. 


May I drink of Your wine of Love, like Mejnun scale the mountain peak; 
My heart now yearning day and night; You are my need, and You alone. 


Discourse in Love - the Sufi need, and for the saints the Latter Day; 
As lovers their beloved need - You are my need, and You alone. 


Should they put me to death - my atoms as they rise up to the skies 
Will, though but dust, cry out to You: "You are my need, and You alone? 


Yunus Emre still my name; each day burns higher still the flame; 
In both the worlds my only claim: "You are my need, and You alone?' 
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Of that cup-bearer's wine we drank Whose tavern is the Throne of Heaven; 


We were made drunk by Him Whose beaker is the souls of humankind. 


Those whom the fire of Love consumes, their Being is made radiant; 
That flame is other than the fires of earth or hell - no hurt it gives. 


The prayer recited in our drunken fellowship is 'En el Hak; 
A thousandfold we are as Mansiir was - and no less mad than he! 
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This congregation of our hearts makes food and drink for humankind; 
That Light which burns in us - the sun and moon are moths around its flame. 


The topers in our fellowship are as Shah Edhem, man of sacrifice; 
So may a hundred thousand cities now, like Balkh, in ruins lie. 


Yunus, speak not ever words of ecstasy to heedless ones; 
For you know well how all their days and nights are passed in times like these. 
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Those who are dumb are they who have fit tidings for the deaf to hear; 
The soul alone it is can understand the words of deaf and dumb. 


So speaking not we understood - and strove when understanding failed: 
Humility the treasure is of the true dervish on this Road. 


We loved, we were the Lover; loved in turn, we then were the Beloved; 
Each instant we are born anew - how can such freshness ever pall? 


When seventy-two dispute together each is sundered from the next; 
We look on each, but criticize not any - be they of rank, or none. 


Yunus, do you seek a saint? Heaven and earth are filled with these: 
Within each stone and grain of sand, in thousands - Moses, Imran's son. 
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How is it that you nurture, cherish so, this frame of yours, this form? 


Forget not Resurrection while you taste the pleasures of this world. 


Should ostentation be the mark of those whose outer form is earth? 
From earth you were created and to earth again will you return. 


He is not of sound mind, but mad, who raises lofty palaces; 
The work of every man to rubble must return within a span. 


Yet strive, and earn, feed self - but others too; a heart to people bring; 
And rather than a hundred Ka'åbas, visit once the heart of Man. 


Who claims to deal in miracles, who makes a show of holiness - 
Let such his self make Moslem; that is miracle enough to plan. 


The one whose self is God-surrendered travels straightly on Truth's Way, 
With morrow finds Mohammed intercedes - will not be turned awav. 


Yet though in thousands propnets come, by intercession who is shriven? 
For woe to us if God's benevolence were not so freely given. 
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Yunus, rest in that Reality in which all has its ground; 
In worship joined with all that is - in that true saintliness is found. 


142 
Lawful the lover's blood has been decreed by him for the Beloved; 
The Loved One from His own design recites - the lover His Koran. 


Once separated from the Loved One, better by the rope to die; 
The lover's throat is ever haltered with the cord He has prepared. 


The lover's eye can never lose the vision of the One Beloved; 
And so Zuleika needs must see in Joseph symbol of the Real. 


True life, for those who love, is dying on the Road to the Beloved; 
If they should ask of me I give this as the evidence of Love. 


Long time ago it was when Solomon and Belkis lovers were; 
And even these were helpless in the search to find a cure for Love. 


For Love it was Hariit and Mariit came to earth from skies above; 
When they had seen the face of Venus, they forgot the Merciful. 


Think never Love contemptible - to whomsoever It has called: 
Of rulers It has even ruled their heads - and hearth and home destroyed. 


So Ferhad in the course of Love his self put to the utmost test; 
And for the sake of Shirin his beloved Husrev, too, gave his life. 


The tale of Leyla and Mejniin gives wonderment to all the world; 
And Abd ur-Razzak, holy one, for Love his very faith forsook. 


Yunus sorrows that time's fleeting faithfulness must be so brief; 
To find the constant Lover yields his soul - this is the end of grief. 
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It is to us mysterious how first the Friend looked fair on us; 


His loving gaze upon the city of my Being rested then. 


I could not, if I would, turn from His Face these my adoring eyes; 
For he, with sweetest Word, has made my heart a fire of Love for Him. 


Of whomsoever I their counsel seek all bid me patient be; 
But see how flames of Love the curtain of my patience have consumed. 


In that which I may will should come to pass, shall patience bring success? 
For in my soul my Friend a Soul has left behind with His caress. 


The states of loving and of being loved - morrow will sunder these; 


115 


Now all my care is for today: for this what may the morrow teach? 


It is for this that Yunus loves the Friend with all that in him is: 
All souls their true Love seek - sink in whatever is adored by each. 


144 
O lovers, where my soul has sojourned is beyond my power to tell; 
Not by my tongue can I reveal the One Who took hold of my heart. 


My tongue cannot contain that fullness of the heart by lovers known; 
How much has overflowed and poured away is felt by heart alone. 


Think not it shame that they may joy who have been grieved by pain of Love; 
That they find happiness who in their faithlessness have found their faith. 


For those who lovers are - to laugh, to weep, to be alive, to die, 
To be reviled of men or favoured - these are one, a means of joy. 


A sacrifice to Love for all, Yunus by Love is wordless made; 
Let him be trampled on - but never into separation fade. 


145 
I would a question ask of you who own the dervish brotherhood: 


What have the Sheykhs of former times been pleased to say of this our Way? 


Grant to our question your reply that through your Word we may find grace; 
Through rays by which Its hearth is known, to whom may Love reveal Its place? 


*The first door is - observe the negative command which is the Law; 
Each syllable of the Koran shall serve to wash away your sins. 


The second, is the Way - to bind the self in service due to all; 
The Master will absolve all they who on the true Path find their Way. 


The third is Learning - with it open wide the eyes of heart and soul; 
The palace of true Meaning is sublime, like to the Throne of Heaven. 


And fourthly, Holy Truth: this never can be lacking in a saint; 
With It your days are festivals, your nights become the Night of Power. 


The Law is harsh; the Way of dervishhood is rock-strewn too, and steep; 
The path of Learning is precipitous - the highest point is Truth. 


The dervish post is where he is encompassed by the four great gates; 
That place from which, wherever he may look, his night is turned to day. 


A dervish who comes there will make discovery of both the worlds; 
And there the Master of all Masters will, with praises, welcome him. 
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For dervish in the state of fourfold ecstasy death brings по pain; 
Not to that stage along the Way will sluggard travellers attain. 


Together, forty men can scarce drag down a tree from mountain top; 
Which then of these among our band of saints will cross the Sirat bridge? 


When you your irreligion cast away claim not for self true faith; 
Else shall it be you smash the stew pot - strew the stew upon the ground! 


Four are the gates, and forty places, sixty-and-a-hundred stages 
Of that state which opens at the last to dervish Friends of God. 


Yunus, the lover, tells not that to you which is impossible — 
This poet, old in years, the face of Meaning to all men reveals. 
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Iam he who weeps before that Lover's face, 
Who willingly surrenders soul to his Beloved. 


In rapturous awe throughout each night till dawn am I 
Waiting, before the Lover's Face, expectantly. 


And when the light of morning comes still am I sad; 
As though I were a nightingale among Love's blooms. 


Since when my soul was taken hold by Love Divine, 
I am become a wanderer, like to Mejnun. 


А moth made mad by radiance from that Beauty's light, 
My wings, my body, wholly by Its fire consumed. 


Since when I drank a draught of His sweet wine of Love 
He penetrates my depth, the wound that is my heart. 


Today upon Love's Road with Mansur - Iam one; 
There may I walk till to his scaffold I, too, come. 


I am the love-lorn nightingale among Love's flowers 
Who would to every heart bring tidings of that Love. 


Yunus the lover now in lands afar must dwell, 
An exile, that to strangers he his Love might tell. 
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The Lord a marketplace has made within the hearts of brotherhood; 
Many like us were found in that bazaar as they passed on the Road. 
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The brethren, taking wing, in flight passed over mountains, over plains; 
They fell into Love's seething cauldron, there were made fit nourishment. 


This world of ours is like a body left unburied by the Way; 
Curs fall upon the corpse: the friend of Truth, let free, no more need stay. 


May I to them who have not sacrificed their lives give lover's name? 
The lover is the one whose life is made to be a cause for blame. 


Since he again saw Taptiik's face Yunus once more is stupefied - 
Though from his lake all but a cordial cup he to himself denied. 
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In whatsoever face I look I see my Taptuk's radiance; 
Thave today known what I sought. "Tomorrow' - what is that to me? 


Tomorrow is for me today - a wedding day, a festival; 
A voice comes to me in a dream: hearken to the news it brings. 


These are the tidings of the Friend: 'Make Self the Beloved for your self;' 
Look to the Friend - to Him the city of your Being dedicate. 


Save to the one who Being has attained, the Truth to none is known; 
It is within this Being that the Friend reveals His Face to us. 


I saw the Face of sainthood and abandoned all uncertainty; 
Then came to Friendship's garden - saw there flowers whose like I seek to tell. 


The Friend's Face is to me a rose; a nightingale my Love for Him; 
No more by hesitation bound now I the saint of Love have found. 


Since from the Truth the cry is made: 'Am I not truly Lord to you? 
The faithful ones their affirmation gave, and so confessed their faith. 


Then, Yunus, from the faithless realms there came reproaches without cease; 
My Sultan, truly Saintly One, from hempen girdle give release. 


149 
Scorn not the dervish if to faith and to religion you make claim; 


The world entire stands longingly to catch a glimpse of dervish-hood. 


Moon and sun, expectant, crave the discourse of the dervishes, 
While angels tell their rosary as they recite of dervish-hood. 


Nazarenes repentant stand, and thrones forever lose their power; 
The hills and rocks prostrate themselves before the sight of dervish-hood. 


The dervish arrow flies afar, it pierces instantly the soul; 
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Ве ever watchful, ready stand: think never naught of dervish-hood. 


Faithful in all, His Love is peace, Who is the Glory of the World, 
If you through Him seek constancy - beware you mock not dervish-hood. 


Should you bring harm on them your life will wither and your days be short; 
Sightless will you wander till your eyes discover dervish-hood. 


The earth and sky the robe obliterates, yet may their worth endure; 
The Lord and cup-bearer now one, His Love makes drunk all dervish-hood. 


Though you may read a thousand times a day the Four Books brought from Heaven, 
In Truth you may not see His Face save that your heart loves dervish-hood. 


Yunus calls: 'My soul was dead; this Love brought it to life again; 
No more in me is "I" and "You" when we shall witness dervish-hood.' 


150 
Hear, O my beloved ones, they of the brotherhood are come; 
Let us give our hearts in thanks: the brotherhood to us is come. 


He whose eye has seen the Face forgets forever self-regard, 
Sings only of the hidden world: behold the brotherhood is come. 


The dervishes are birds in flight, are drunkards at the feast of Truth, 
Are bearers of prosperity: behold the brotherhood is come. 


The dervishes know tenderness - who see them cast their wits away; 
Their secrets are above the Heavens: behold the brotherhood is come. 


From the land of holy Balum," from whose lips sweet sugar flows; 
From the garden of the Friend - behold the brotherhood is come. 


Yunus, your servant, without hope, with none to help him, stood alone; 
Yet let our lives be sacrifice: behold the brotherhood is come. 


151 
What passion was it brought me to this dervish non-conformity? 


When naught of care Thad within my heart the realm of life was there. 


When That it was Which filled my heart, and was discovered by my soul; 
The Loved One in this city dwelt and was a guest within my home. 


Then was the time, that blessed time, when sorrow was not, neither woe; 
When naught of care I had within my heart in that same land of life. 


We pastured in the fields of light; the Word divine we spoke to all; 
And joyfulness in Friendship found together in the house of power. 
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We took our rest around the Throne of Heaven, our shade celestial light; 
Our very souls were made there one with his - the Chosen One of God. 


No pen was there, no written Word, nor eighteen thousand worlds like this; 
And in that moment neither Eve nor Adam yet had name or fame. 


A pretext brought us to this realm which we beheld in majesty; 
Our journey we begin again - ahead the homeland of our hearts. 


Huseyn it was, and Mansiir too, who saw the form in timelessness 
And offered self to Truth - the tumult reached the borders of Baghdad! 


Yunus, the time has come - forsake your life today on Friendship's Way 
That, where before it once had been, you may rest in Eternity. 


152 
I climbed along the plum tree branch and there I ate the grapes I saw; 


The orchard owner called to me: "Why eat you of my walnut store?’ 


To me he kindness showed, but in return I gave him calumny; 
The passing pedlar shouted: ‘See, you took the best fruit of his tree?’ 


An earthen brick I placed within the pot - the north wind boiled it dry, 
The clay I dipped in water, gave to those who asked what I did try. 


To the weaver thread I gave - he wound it not into a ball; 
In truth, in truth, let those who place an order for their cloth take all. 


I loaded on the backs of forty mules a sparrow's tiny wing; 
They had not strength to draw the plough - and so remained the days of Spring. 


A house-fly swooped upon an eagle flying, struck it to the ground; 
No lie is this I tell to you, but truth - I saw the dust whirl round. 


I wrestled with a paralytic, yet by my foot he gained the throw; 
Though hard I struggled I could not avail - he made me inward glow. 


Down from the mountain heights of Kaf above a rock at me they raced; 
As it came crashing to the road below, my face it near defaced. 


The fish climbed up the poplar tree the pickled pitch of it to taste; 
The stork gave birth - a donkey's foal was born - ponder, not in haste. 


I whispered to the sightless one - the deaf one heard that word I spoke; 
The dumb one shouted - mine was the word he uttered when the silence broke. 


An ox I strangled, knocked it over, on the ground I threw it down; 
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The owner of the ох complained that I had caused his goose to drown. 


Again I could not save myself, I could not know what I should do; 
Another pedlar cried: 'My glowing ember has been filched by you.' 


I quarrelled with a tortoise and a fellow traveller with no eye; 
I asked their journey's end - 'As far as Kayseri, they made reply. 


Yunus speaks this Word - no other Word there is resembles It: 
For so he veils the Face of Meaning from the mind of hypocrite. 
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You who say to me that I pray not, know that I pray indeed; 
Whether or no in ritual form my prayer is made God knows my need. 


None alone save God can tell who Moslem is, who infidel; 
As He cures my inconstancy my prayer in Truth I tell. 


This frailty surpasses rule, drinks of the wine of inner Truth; 
It raises from the eyes of life the veil - and wipes my tears away. 


The Friend is here for all to see: full clear I saw His Face revealed; 
No greater place than this the end of all who read in Wisdom's book. 


The wise of this world use their sharply pointed words, in commentary; 
My words mysterious they cannot sift through forms explanatory. 


Perceive my inner Word; give news of Him who is Unsymbolized; 
And ask of grieving lovers if my words, born too of grief, be true. 


In grief is cure for lovers' pain; as lovers, sorrowing, yet are rich. 
Who hear my cry, they know the voice of Power - and they tell of it. 


Who seeks the Friend, let him draw near to me that I may make Him known; 
From first to last my Word is this: the nature of myself I own. 


Yunus, speak the Truth, though yet the Negative no right admit; 
Prepare, safeguard, the food of Truth - the wise will taste the salt of it. 


154 
O friends, who ever heard of lovers who repented of their love; 


Or knew a flame take hold when fiery brand was flung into the sea? 


My King, your fire of Love fell in the ocean of our human hearts; 
They wonder when from seething waters Wisdom bursts into the world. 


Jesus and Moses, thousandfold, in wonderment walk in Your Love; 
They stand amazed that I am swallowed too by Love's leviathan. 
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Let not God's servant plunge into this sea who knows not how to swim; 
So deep the ocean of God's Love, strange would it be should he not sink. 


He takes a jewel for a bead who has not learned the gem-smith's craft; 
And knowing not the price which it may bring he barters it for naught. 


The one who here has never seen the Face of Truth in clarity 
Will on the morrow wander, searching, seeking in bewilderment. 


Yunus proclaims he is Man's slave, and Taptiik image of the Friend; 
Who holds not that this Word we speak is true shall yet pursue their end. 


155 
You it is I love deep in this life itself; 


No pillared place, to which my Path can lead, more deep. 


In everything I see You are - to overflowing; 
Where then shall I place You than myself more deep? 


He stands Beloved of all the world - unsymbolized; 
Can symbol be of Symbol that is yet more deep? 


Ask not of me from me - for Гат not in 'me'; 
Within my covering cloth an empty form lies deep. 


My reach falls short of Him Who took me from myself; 
From where my Sultan stands can any go more deep? 


Some there were reach out so guration shared; 
But some there are reach out to That Which is more deep. 


Who by that beam is touched which streams from Love's own sun 
Is of a flame possessed - sun's ray is not so deep. 


Love of You has seized the Me from out of me; 
How sweet that pain which in its cure should lie so deep. 


The Law, the Way, are paths for those who so arrive; 
The Truth, and Wisdom, are than each of these more deep. 


They said the speech of birds was known to Solomon; 
There is a Solomon - than Solomon more deep. 


All creed, and all religion, I have now forgot; 
What doctrine this, which even more than creed lies deep? 


They say he faithless is who casts away his creed; 
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What faithlessness is this, when faith lies not so deep? 


In journeying has Yunus come upon that Friend 
Who at the portal stands - which is than Self more deep. 


157 
If so itbe, O God, You call me to account, 
This is how I, there, shall make reply to You. 


Myself it was that I oppressed and sinned against; 
Has what I ever did brought harm, O Lord, to You? 


You involved my dust in guilt before I came; 
Before I yet was born Adam rebelled, through You. 


From everlasting only You made me rebel; 
The Voice which all creation fills comes but from You. 


What had You planned for me, so full of ill, my God; 
For was it I who ordered me? Not so, but You. 


My eyes I opened - prison cell behind locked door - 
Self, brimful of lust - the Devil's works I saw. 


Lest of starvation I should die within that cell, 
Of pure and of unclean Г ate as need befell. 


Yet was there ever any time You shared in dearth? 
Could my will ever overbear Your own on earth? 


Do You recall that You were ever famished too 
If I ate what You gave - or I caused want to You? 


You stretch the bridge that I must pass fine as a hair, 
And ask that I myself should save me from Your snare. 


Has Man the means to cross a bridge set in the sky? 
His only courses are to stay, or fall - or fly! 


Your servants too build bridges - but of charity - 
The good that is of helping travellers on their Way. 


Firm they build them, strengthen them for every need, 
That they who travel on their Way may know God speed! 


The scales are poised by You to measure ill desire; 
It seems it is Your will to throw me on the fire. 
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Such scales are fit for grocery - are but а tool 
That's proper to the trades of those who seek to fool. 


As sin is much the foulest of the foul; at last 
Before Your presence, profit comes from wrong that's passed. 


It is Your part my sin to cover with Your Grace; 
What need to weigh in scales my evil's every trace? 


You it is Who sets the scene that into flames I fall; 
And God forbid in this to see the Lord of All! 


You are the Seer Who perceives my every state; 
What need of scales to know of all my works the weight? 


Are You still unrevenged when I am called by death, 
My body brought to rot - my eyes stuffed full of earth? 


Was hand of Yunus ever cause of hurt to You 
When evident, and hidden - both - are in Your view? 


What need is served now for a handful of Your dust 
By fractious talk - O Lord most Mighty, and most Just? 
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АТВАМТАМ 


* 


08 пра dita kur па ka pare Mevlana, Shikimi i mahnitshem i tij 
u be pasqyra e zemres soné. 


ж 
Dervish Junus, mos і thuaj fjalet shtrember, Sepse vjen Мо Па 
Kasimi ge te heton dhe te merr ne Ilogari. 


* 


Qellimi i te studiuarit shte te lexosh dhe te mésosh per Zotin, Nése nuk e arrin vetedijen e 
atyre ge lexon, kjo shte nje perpjekje e shkuar dem, Mos u lavdero duke thene se ke lexuar 
shume dhe mos undje i sigurt duke thene se ke bere shume ibadet. Sepse, nése nuk i shikon te 
devotshmit me syrin e se vertetes, ky shte nje mundim ge shkon dem. 


ж 

Junusi e paska раѕиг fatin népermjet Tapdukut, Salltukut dhe Barakut, Zemra mu emocionua 
dhe këta shperthyen nga zemra ime, andaj, si ta fsheh une këtë? 

ж 

Une shetis nga gyteti ne gytet dhe kerkoj nga nje тік ne cdo vend, Askush nuk типа ta dije 
gjendjen time ne kurbet, andaj, shiko se ¢'me beri dashuria. 

* 

Shetita Anadollin, Shamin dhe te gjitha krahinat e veriut, Por edhe pse desha shume, nuk gjeta 
dot ndonje te shkrete (mérgimtar) tjeter si uné. 

ж 

Kuvendet e Mevlanés ishin te vecanta dhe argétuese, Dijetarčt ge gjendeshin aty, e dinin fare 
shkruanin engjejt, sevap apo gjynah. 

ж 


Оё nga dita ne te cilen na ka pare Mevlana, Shikimet е tij janë bere pasqyre e zemrës sonë. 


ж 
Junusi і bashkon kčto fjale sikur ро perzien mjaltin me gjalpe. 
Gerat ge ai mbart dhe ia jep popullit nuk jane kripe, por perla. 
ж 


Ka disa баІе де u japin fund lufterave, рог ka edhe disa fjale де e shpien njeriu te vdekja. 
Ndersa disa fjale e bejne ushqimin e hidhur, te shijshem dhe te bukur si te ishte mjalte me 


gjalpe. 
ж 


Njeriu dubet ta dije se cilen баІе e kur dubet ta thote ate dhe asnjhere nuk dubet te thote fjale 
te keqija, sepse nje fjale e bukur mund ta ktheje né xhenet xhehenemin e késaj bote. 


* 
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Junus, nga goja te dolen fjale te embla si mjalti e shegeri dhei ke thene shume bukur. Gjeta 
mjaltin mč té bukur, andaj le te plackitet kosherja ime. 


ж 

Ndersa есја ne méngjes, pashe varret te varrezat. Pashe trupat enjerézve, де kane gene 
dashamires ne te kaluarčn, te cilet ishin perzier me dheun. 

ж 

Геге kčte shetesimin per vdekjen! Те dashuruarit nuk vdesin. Ata jane te perhershem. Cfare 
mund te jete vdekja per te dashuruarin? Sepse ajo ge ka arritur ai, čshte drita hyjnore. 

ж 

Perse Ке frike nga vdekja? Kur te vdesésh, do te takohesh me Allahun. Kur njeriu vdes, shpirti i 
shkon ne pafundesi. Zhdukja e plote eshte frika e njerčzve te prishur. 

ж 

Ata ge іа јаріп zemčn késaj bote, ne fund do te béhen pishman. Gjerat per te cilat thone se jane 
tonat, (né ahiret) gjithmone do t'u bejne dém. 

ж 

Геге kurorén-fronin, domethčne, famen е késaj bote! Fuginé per ta bere kete, mund ta gjesh te 
vetja jote. Hz. Muhamedi do t'i lutet Allahut ge te na fale. (Diten e kiametit) ndérmjetésuesi 
упё éshté atje. 

ж 

Devotshmeria nuk shte nje pelerine dhe nje kurore. Domethene, devotshmeria nuk ka lidhje 
me pamjen e jashtme. Nje njeri ge e ka zemrčn te devotshme, nuk ka nevoje per pelerine, 
domethene, per pamjen e jashtme. 

ж 


Dija eshte njohja e 56 vertetes se dijes. Dija eshte njohja е vetes. Nese ti nuk e njeh veten, сЁаге 
te nxčni dijeje eshte Ку atéheré? 


ж 

СШ eshte gellimi ne te mésuar? Sigurisht se gellimi ne te mésuar éshte njohja е Zotit. Nése nuk 
e arrin vetedijen e atyre ge ke mésuar, athere kjo shte nje perpjekje e shkuar dém. 

ж 


Nése nje here іа Ке thyer zemrčn nje njeriu, mos bej ibadet kot, sepse, ngage zemra shte shtepia 
e Allahut, namazi ge ke falur, nuk te pranohet nése e ke thyer ate. Nése ti je nje njeri i tille, nuk 
do te jesh i paster edhe nése te lajne shtatédhjete e dy popuj. 


* 


Rruge shte ajo ge shkon drejt, sy shte ai ge sheh Allahun. Njeriu i mire shte modest, syri qe i 
sheh nga lart njerézit, nuk éshte sy. 


* 
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Eca duke u djegur pér te kerkuar Allahun dhe и dogja me dashurine ndaj Allahut. Nuk jam asi 
mengur e as i cmendur, еда dhe shiko se c'me ka bere dashuria. 


* 


Une né te kaluarén nuk kam gene keshtu, por tani ne zemer me ka hyré dashuria. Zemra ime 
éshte e brengosur per shkak te dashurise dhe po zien e po pervélobet. 


* 


Njerzit عن‎ nuk digjen me zjarrin e dashurise, عن‎ nuk mendojne aspak se do te vdesin dhe ge 
nuk i hapin syte e te zgjohen, jane ne shkujdesje te plote ndaj Zotit. 


* 


Ne te kaluarén kjo dashuri ka gene nje imagjinate per mua, por Allahu e lehtesoi ate per mua. 
Dervish Junusi ishte nje zog dhe fluturoi e iku nga njerézit. 


* 


O Muhamed, ge edhe emri, edhe vete je i bukur! Jeta ime gofte kurban ne rrugen tende! O 
Muhamed, ge edhe emri, edhe vete je i bukur! Eja dhe ndermjeteso per kete rob te dobet che te 
shkrete! Luju Allahut ge ta fale até! 


ж 

O Muhamed, ge edhe emri, edhe vete је i bukur! Padyshim se ti je nje pejgamber i derguar nga 
Allahu. Ata ge nuk te ndjekin ty, domethene, ata ge nuk i degjojne fjalet e tua, do te vdesin pa 
besim. Cfare ta beje Junus Emre nje dynja pa ty? 

ж 


Un jam i dashuruar me Allahun dhe nuk jam ngopur me shijen e késaj dashurie. Tani kam byre 
ne mejdanin e te devotshméve, andaj nuk me dubet asgje pervec Allahut. Миа me mjafton 
vetem Allahu. 


* 


Une gjithmone them Allah dhe digjem me dashurine ndaj Tij. Nése nuk them Allah, nuk me 
mbetet asnje giykim dhe vazhdoj te gaj né mijera halle. Andaj nuk me dubet asgje pervec 
Allahut. Mua mé mjafton vetem Allahu. 


* 


Ne kete bote nuk ka njeri qe te mos jete i dashuruar. Cdo njeri patjeter shte i dashuruar me 
dicka. Ne kete bote ge ka krijuar Allahu, ka me mijera lloje dashurish. Ti zgjidh cilendo prej 
atyre dashurive ge éshte e pershtatshme per ty. 


ж 

Cfare і bejne pemes se thate? Ретёп е thate e ргеѕіп dhe e djegin. О mig, degjoni! Dashuria i 
ngjan nje dielli. Ndersa nje zemer عن‎ nuk čshte e dashuruar, i ngjan nje guri. 

ж 


О Zot! Dashuria рег Ту mé mori mua nga vetja ime dhe uné gdo dite digjem me dashurine 
Tende. O Zot, mua mé duhesh vetém Ti. 
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* 


O Zot! Une nuk gezohem per pasurine dhe nuk merzitem prej varferise, sepse mua me mjafton 
dhe me ngushellon dashuria Jote. О Zot, mua mé duhesh vetém Ti. 


ж 
Githmone le ta permendim emrin e Allabut dhe le te themi "Allah"! Pastaj le te shohim se gfare 


do te beje Allahu. Le te jemi te gatshem per sherbim пё rrugčn e Tij! Pastaj le te shohim se 
cfare do te beje Allahu. 


* 


Qaj duke thene Allah, sepse, farédo де kane te gjithe, ato jane te Allahut. Realizimin e 
deshirave dhe kerkesave tona le ta presim nga Allahu. Pastaj le te shohim se fare do t beje 
Allahu. 


* 


Ne kéte bote jam i pavend, domethéne, nuk kam vend dhe shtépi. Vendi ku do te shkoj une, 
shte Allahu. Une dua te shkoj te Allahu. Sulltani, kurora dhe froni im ne kéte bote jane vetem 
te Allahut. 


* 


О Zot! Kudo де ta hedh shikimin, shoh madheshtine Tende dhe nése them ndonje fjale, ajo 
fjale patjeter shte per Ty. 


* 


Muhamedi, де edhe emri, edhe vete eshte i bukur! О Muhamed, ge edhe emri, edhe vete je i 
bukur! Shpirti im gofte kurban ne rugen tende. О Muhamed, де edhe emri, edhe vete je i 
bukur! Eja dhe ndermjeteso per kete rob te dobét e te shkrete! Lutju Allahut ge ta fale ate! 


Ata ge jane besimtare, kane shume vuajtje ne kete bote. Gezimet dhe lumturite e tyre do te 
jene ne ahiret. O Muhamed, ge edhe emri, edhe vete je i bukur! Ti je Mustafai (i zgjedhuri) i 
tetembédhjete mije botéve. 


О Muhamed, ge edhe emri, edhe vete je i bukur! Ti je ai ge ke shetitur shtate kat qiej, ke dale 
ne vendin me te larte te arshit dhe i ke kerkuar méshire Allahut per umetin tend (atyre qe te 
besojne) 


Ata kater njerézit (Hz. Ebu Bekri, Hz. Umeri, Hz. Aliu, Hz. Osmani) jane migte e afert te 
Muhamedit, ge edhe emri, edhe vete éshte i bukur! Ata ge e duan Hz. Muhamedin rrine larg 
mékateve. Ndérsa Hz. Pejgamberi eshte sulltani i tetembédhjete mije botéve. 


ж 

O Muhamed, де edhe етгі, edhe vete је i bukur! Padyshim se ti je nje peigamber ge te Ка 
derguar Allahu. Ata ge nuk i degjojne fjalet e tua, vdesin si jobesimtare. Cfare ta beje kete bote 
pa ty i dashuruari Junus! 

ж 


Nése ke gjetur nje murshid (udherréfyes) te vertete dhe ke byre ne rrugčn e drejte te tij, пёѕе 
ke bere ndonje mirčsi per hir te Allahut, ajo miresi do te te kthehet nje mije fish dhe jo mé pak. 
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* 


Dija este njohja e se vertetes se dijes Dija shte njohja e se vertetes sé dijes. Dija shte njohja e 
vetes. Nése ti nuk e njeh veten, fare te nxenit dijeje shte ky atéheré? 


* 


СШ shte gellimi ne te mésuar? Sigurisht se qéllimi ne te mésuar, čshte njohja e Zotit. Nése nuk 
e arrin vetedijen e atyre qe ke mésuar, athere kjo shte nje perpjekje e shkuar dem. 


* 


Mos а lavdero duke menduar se ke mésuar shume dhe mos i beso vetes duke menduar se ke 
bere shume ibadet, sepse, nése nuk i sheh te devotshmit me syrin e Zotit, kjo shte nje perpjekje 
e cuar dem. 


* 


Kuptimi i kater librave éshte i fshehur ne shkronjen elif. Nese akoma nuk e ke gjetur te 
fshehten e shkronjes elif ndonése ke mésuar kag shume, athere, cfare te mésuari shte ky? 


ж 

Junus Emre thote: О hoxhe! Nése do, shko nje mije here né haxh, por ibadeti me і larte eshte 
Буга ne nje zemer. Fitimi i zemres 56 nje njeriu. 

ж 


Une ec duke u djegur Une jam nje bilbil ge shetis duke u djegur 26 Баһсеп e dashurise dhe 
zemra me eshte pergjakur nga gjembi i trendafilit ge dua, andaj ро shétis i deshpéruar. Nuk jam 
asi mencur dhe as i cmendur, dométhene, jam пе nje jendje te hutuar. Eja dhe shiko se ¢'me Ка 
bere dashuria. 


ж 
Une fryj si era dhe nganjehere bej plubur si rrugët. Nganjhere shperthej si rrékete. Eja dhe 
shiko se c'me ka bere dashuria. 


* 


Une rrjedh si lumenjte me entuziazmin ge me ka dhéne dashuria dhe e djeg mushkerine time 
qw eshte ne halle me zjarrin e dashurise. Né vendet ge shetis, perkujtoj gjithmone ate ge dua 
dhe gaj. Eja dhe shiko se c'me ka bere dashuria. 


ж 

Ose mé Кар рег dore dhe mé поте ne kémbe, ose mé shpjer te ti! Ti me ke bere shume te дај, 
tashme me bej te gesh. Eja dhe shiko se c'mé ka bére dashuria. 

ж 

Une shétis nga qyteti пе qytet dhe né gdo vend kerkoj nje mik. Askush nuk типа ta dije 
gjendjen time ne kurbet. Eja dhe shiko se c'mé ka bere dashuria. 

ж 


Béhem Mexhnun dhe e kerkoj ate де dua. Ate te dashur e shoh né éndrrat e mia. Kur zgjohem, 
e kuptoj se ishte nje nderr dhe mčrzitem. Eja dhe shiko se ¢'me ka bere dashuria. 
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* 


Jam Junus i varfer, i deshpéruar dhe i plagosur nga koka te kembet per shkak te dashurise. Jam 
larg nga vendi ku ndodhen migte e mi. Eja dhe shiko se c'me ka bere dashuria. 


ж 

Миа те duhesh vetem Ті О Zot! Dashuria рег Ту me тогі mua nga vetja ime dhe une do dite 
digjem me dashurine Tende. O Zot, mua me duhesh vetem Ti. 

ж 

О Zot! Une nuk gezohem per pasurine dhe nuk mërzitem prej varferise, sepse mua me mjafton 
dhe me ngushellon dashuria Jote. O Zot, mua me duhesh vetem Ti. 

ж 


Dashuria Jote i ben te dashuruarit te heqin dore nga cdo lloj deshire e kerkese, i ftoh nga kjo 
bote dhe i ben ata te vdesin para se te vdesin. Dashuria Jote i zhyt te dashuruarit ne detin e 
dashurise pikerisht sic bie nje pike ne det dhe perzihet ne te. O Zot, mua me dubesh vetem Ti. 


* 

Prej veres se dashurise Tende, po dal néper male si Mexhnuni. Ti je Ai per te cilin mendoj nate 
e dite. О Zot, mua mé duhesh vetem Ti. 

ж 

Sufive u duben bisedat fetare, atyre ge punojne per ahiretin, u dubet ahireti, atyre ge jane si 
Mexhnuni, u dubet Lejla. O Zot, mua me dubesh vetém Ti. 

ж 

Gjeja ge пјегеті e deshirojne dhe ge е quajne "Xhenet", perbehet nga disa shtepi dhe disa ћуп. 
O Zot! Tijepua ato atyre ge i deshirojne. Mua mé dubesh vetem Ti. 

ж 


Emri im shte Junus dhe me kalimin e diteve me shtohet zjarri рег shkak te dashurise. О Zot! Ті 
je i Vetmi ge dua ne te dy botet (ne kete bote dhe nč ahiret). Mua me duhesh vetem Ti. 
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BOSNIAN 


ж 

Otkako nas је Mevlana - dubovni sultan pogledao/Njegov cisti pogled je nasega ѕса zrcalo 
postao. 

* 


Dervis Junus, ove rijeci nemoj krivo izreci/Molla Kasim nekakav sudu ce te podvréi. 


ж 

Sta to znaci uciti - neg Istinu spoznati/Jer s' ucio, а ne znas - zalud ti је djelati/Ne reci: puno 
sam ucio i spoznao, ne reci puno se olio/Dzaba si se svijao, ako istinskog ucitelja nisi upoznao. 
ж 

Junusu je opskrba od Taptuka, Saltuka, Вагака/ Како bih mogao skrivati, iz srca k'o bujica 
potekla. 

ж 

Hodim, idem kroz krajeve, i sve pitam za sejhove/Ko bi znao u tudini kako mi je, vidi gdje me 
ask dovede. 

ж 

Siriju i Rumeliju sam obisao, і gornja sva mjesta ргоѕао/ 2а ubogim poput mene, silno sam 
tragao ali ga nisam nasao. 

ж 

A sohbetu Mevlaninom druzenje је uz saz bilo/Arif (Osoba Која je spoznala Istinu) se je s 
melekima u smislenost utopio. 

ж 

Otkako nas je Mevlana - dubovni sultan pogledao/Njegov cisti pogled je nasega srca zrcalo 
postao. 

ж 


Junus ove misli sroci, k'o da med u maslo toci / Svoju robu svijetu nudi, nije to sol, vec dragulji. 


ж 

Riječ jedna može boj obustaviti, riječ jedna poetak okončati, /Riječ jedna može zalogaj 
zatrovati, riječ jedna u med i maslo stvoriti. 

ж 

Nek zna čovjek kad šta reći, nek ne zbori krive гіјеёі/ Od pakla će ovog svijeta riječ stvoriti 
osam dženneta. 

ж 


Sto si to, Junuše, lijepo rekao, med i šećer pojeo/Nek mi se košnica razjagmi, najbolji med sam 
našao. 
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U prirodu зат plandovati došao, ujutro leševe vidio/U crnu zemlju utonula nježna sam tijela 
vidio. 

ж 

Prodi se od smrti bojazni, zaljubljeni su besmrtni, vjeciti/ Zaljubljenom smrt sta znaci, tek 
Bozije trak Svjetlosti. 

ж 

Sto Ы se smrti plasio, tako Ы Istini prisao/Mozda bi u vjecnost prispio, smrt је kvarnjaka 
posao. 

ж 


Ovaj svijet Ко je zavolio, na kraju зе pokajao / Najveci mu dusman bio svijet sto ga је svojatao. 


ж 

Krune, trona ti se prodi, snagu svojih djela nadi/Sefaat (Zagovornistvo, pravo zauzimanja za 
svoju sljedbu, ummet na Sudnjem danu ima posljednji poslanik Muhammed a.s.) je kod 
Ahmeda, Hak Muhammed ti zavapi. 

ж 

Dervisluk se sav od hrke (оргас od grubog sukna) i od tadza (derviska ili sejhovska kapa Која 
je obiljezje pripadnosti redu) ne sastoji/ Nije nuzna hrka onom ko sce derviski odgoji. 

ж 


Znanje, znanje je znati samog sebe spoznati/ Ako sebe ne spoznas, cemu onda uciti. 


* 


Sta to znaci uciti - neg Istinu spoznati/Jer s' ucio, a ne znas - zalud ti je djelati. 


ж 

Ako jedno srce slomiš, to što klanjaš nije namaz / Sedamdeset dva naroda пе орга ti ruke, 
obraz. 

ж 

Put pravi - što pravo vodi, oko pravo - Hakka vidi / Pravi Junak se пе gordi, nije oko što s visine 
gledi. 

ж 

Kako hodim, tako gorim, sav krvarim od ljubavi / Niti sam lud nit razborit, vidi šta mi ask 
uradi! 

ж 

Za ovaj put nisam znao / Obuze mi ljubav srce / Sce bolno od ljubavi / Svo se mami, i svo 
vrije. 

ж 


Ko пе gori aska plamom / Ko ne misli da ce mrijeti / Ko ѕ ne budi, nit ce oci otvoriti / U 
neznanju ogreznuo, ne da mu se izbaviti. 
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ж 

Ljubav mi je sanak bila / Od Boga se ostvarila / Dervis Junus bjese ptica / Med svijetom је 
odletjela. 

ж 

Na Tvom putu ја sam spreman zivot dat / Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed / Zauzmi se za 
svog suznja bijednoga / Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed. 

ж 

Nema sumnje, dvojbe, Vijesnik si Istine / Otic се bez vjere ko Те ne stuje / Sta bi Asik Junus sa 
svijeta bez Tebe / Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed. 

ж 

Imena sam Allah asik postao / 02 Ка u ovoj drazi meni nikad dovoljno / Medu Bogu bliske 
sad sam stupio / Meni Allah treba, i nista drugo. 

* 

Govoreci Allah gorim, ne stajem / Ne rekem li Allah, snage ne imam / Zbog hiljada boli 
placem i jecam / Meni Allah treba, i nista drugo. 

ж 

Zasigurno znajte da na svijetu nema covjeka bez ljubavi / Svako је u nesto zaljubljen, svako 
ponesto zavoli / Na Bozijem svijetu ima sto hiljada razlicitih vrsta ljubavi / Prihvati i spoznaj 
onu koja tebi najvise prilici. 

ж 

Sta исше suhu stablu, posijeku ga za ogrjeva / Svak ko nije zaljubljeni, taj је poput suha stabla 
/ Poslusajte, prijatelji, ljubav jeste poput sunca / Kamenu su sasvim nalik bez ljubavi ljudska 
srca. 

ж 

Za Te ljubav obuze me / Tebe trebam, samo Tebe / Danju-nocu samo gorim / Tebe trebam, 
samo Tebe. 

ж 

Nit bogatstvu radujem se / Nit nemanjem teretim se / Tvojim askom ispunim se / Tebe 
trebam, samo Tebe. 

ж 

Stalno Allah zovimo / Sta te Allah dati, gledajmo / Ма putu stameni budimo / Sta te Allah 
dati, gledajmo. 

ж 

Zazivaj Allah u suzama / Ор je Bitak svega sto ima / Pomoci se Njegovoj nadajmo / Sta се 


Allah dati, gledajmo. 


* 


133 


Bezmjestan sam па ‘vom svijetu, tamo је moj stanak i konaciste/ Tamo je moja odjeca, moja 
jahalica, moj Vladar, tron i kruna tamo je. 

* 

Pogledam li - Tebe vidim, govorim li - о Teb' zborim / Nemam vece ja koristi doli da Te 
gledam, pratim. 

ж 

Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed Ма Tvom putu ја sam spreman zivot dat/Imena si lijepa, 
Lijepi Muhammed/Zauzmi se za svog suznja bijednoga/Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed. 
ж 

Iskren vjernik ima patnje previse/A na Drugom svijetu on uzivat ce/ Mustafa si, Odabrani, u 
osamnaest hiljada svjetova/ Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed. 

ж 

Prosao si sedam sfera nebesa/Obisao Mjesto Casnog Prijestolja/ Na Miradzu isk'o sljedbu od 
Boga/Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed. 

* 

Tvoja cet'ri druga (Cetverica izabranih halifa i najbliskijih prijatelja Muhammeda a.s.: Ebu 
Bekir, Omer, Osman i Ali), prijatelji vjerni/Ko ih voli tom su grijesi oprosteni/ Osamnaest 
hiljada svjetova prvak si/Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed. 

ж 

Šta bi Ašik Junus sa svijeta bez ТеБе/ Мета sumnje, dvojbe, Vijesnik si Istine/ Otić će bez vjere 
ko Te ne stuje/Imena si lijepa, Lijepi Muhammed. 

ж 

Ako jedno sce slomis Ako jedno sce slomis / То sto klanjas, nije namaz / Sedamdeset dva 
naroda / Ne opra ti ruke, obraz. 

ж 

Put pravi - sto pravo vodi, /Oko pravo - Hakka vidi/Pravi junak se ne gordi, /Nije oko sto s 
visine gledi. 

ж 


Ako 5' drzo Pravog Puta/Ucitelja pravog skuta/Dobro djelo ucinio/Nagrada je hiljad' puta. 


ж 

Junus ove misli soci, /K'o da med u maslo toci/Svoju robu svijetu nudi, /Nije to sol, vec 
dragulji. 

ж 


Znanje, znanje je znati Znanje, znanje je znati samog sebe spoznati / Ako sebe пе spoznas, 
cemu onda uciti. 
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Sta to znaci uciti - neg Istinu spoznati / Kad s' ucio, а ne znas - zalud ti je ل‎ 


* 

Ne reci: puno sam ucio i spoznao, ne reci puno se molio / Dzaba si se svijao, ako istinskog 
ucitelja nisi upoznao. 

* 


Cet'ri Knjigel znacenje u elifu saze se / Ako elif ti ne znas, kakvo je to ucenje. 


* 


Junus Emre veli: hodza, jedno srce osvojiti / Bolje je neg hiljadu puta hadz u Mekki obaviti. 


ж 

Како hodim, tako gorim Kako hodim, tako gorim, od Ljubavi sav krvarim / Niti sam lud nit 
razborit, vidi sta mi ask uradi. 

* 

Cas k'o vjetar ja zapirim, cas k'o staze se zaprasim / Cas se k'o bujica mamim, vidi sta mi ask 
uradi. 

ж 

Cas k'o rijeka teem hukom, nutrine si trgam $ mukom / Spominjem sejha suznim okom, vidi 
sta mi ask uradi. 

ж 


Il' daj ruku, podigni me, Ш Sebi povedi me / Isplakah se, de nasmij me, vidi sta mi ask uradi. 


ж 

Hodim, idem kroz krajeve, і sve pitam za sejhove / Ко bi znao u tudini kako mi je, vidi sta mi 
ask uradi. 

ж 

Kao Medznun ja sad hodim, svoju Dragu u snu vidim/Tuzan sam kad se probudim, vidi sta mi 
ask uradi. 

ж 


Evo, sav sam и ranama, jadni Junus, bespomoni, / Daleko od Prijatelja, vidi sta mi ask uradi. 


ж 

Tebe trebam, зато Tebe Za Te ljubav obuze me, Tebe trebam, samo Tebe / Danju, nocu samo 
gorim, Tebe trebam, samo Tebe. 

ж 


Nit bogatstvu radujem se, nit nemanjem teretim se / Tvojim askom ispunim se, Tebe trebam, 
samo Tebe. 
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Ask unisti zaljubljene, potapa ih aska more/Ispunja ih zrcaljenje (Zrcaljenje, izv. Tecelli - 
zrcaljenje ili manifestiranje Boga kroz Njegova Imena, Svojstva i Djelatna svojstva u 
storenome);, Tebe trebam, samo Tebe. 

* 

Ja cu ispit aska pice, k'o Medznun cu u planine / Strepim, samo mislim na Te, Tebe trebam, 
samo Tebe. 

ж 

Sufijama sohbet treba, Drugi svijet poboznima / Lejla treba Medznunima, Tebe trebam, samo 
Tebe. 

ж 

Dzenet, dzennet neko veli, hurije i dvori bijeli / To daj onom Ко to zeli, Tebe trebam, samo 
Tebe. 

ж 


Ja sto kao Junus slovim, $ vremeom sve vise gorim / Na dva svijeta jedno zelim, Tebe trebam, 
samo Tebe. 
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СВОАТТАМ 
1 
Volim Te dublje nego Sto dopire dno moje duse 
Ni put kojim idem nece me odvesti dalje 


Dokle pogled dopire, ja vidim samo Tebe 
U krvi Te nosim dublje od samoga sebe 


On je ljepota na ovom svijetu nevidjena 
Vece ljepote nema od ove sto nema joj ravna 


Mene o meni ne pitaj, to sto vidis nisam ja 
U mome liku je praznina od mene dublja 


Ne mogu ni rukom dotaci onoga koji je meni 
mene uzeo 
Ko dalje od Gospodara koraknuti moze, ko? 


Nekome je sudba odredila da do istine dosegne 
Svrha neijeg Zivljenja je doseci do istine 


Koga zrak svetla obasja sa lica Ljubljenog 
Njegova svetlost ce biti jaca od svietla suncevog 


Tvoja je ljubav mene od mene uzela 
Slatka je ova bol sladja no utjeha 


Serijat i Tarikat pravi su putevi 
Znanje i istina u njihovoj sustini 


2 


Sulejman pticjim jezikom govori, rekose 
Siilejman u Sulejmanu ima od njega vise 


Vjeru i uvjerenja zaboravih, ostase drugima, 
Kakva je to vera dublja od uvjeranja 


Odmetnika svoje jere nista dobro ne ceka 
A odmetnik nije onaj ko ide dublje od uvjerenja 


JUNUS uz put srete velikog Prijatelja 
I osta unutra, u njegovim vratima. 


3 
Moj Zivot je s Tobom ne mogu ga od Tebe odvojiti 


Zivot je u Tebi, bez Tebe se ne moze Ziveti 


Sve moje molitve upucene su Tebi 
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Put kojim se Tebi stize bez Tebe пе mogu naci 


Ni moje oci bez Tebe nista ne mogu vidjeti 
Ako Ti kroz njih ne gledas put ce moj neosvjetljen biti 


Kad Ti nisi samom kako da te nadjem 
Bez Tebe ne mogu disati, bez Tebe ja ne zivim 


Kada na put krenem Ti saputnik mi budi 
Ja bez Tebe ne mogu nigjde ni predahnuti 


Ja kroz Tebe postojim, alat sam u tvojoj ruci 
Ako vatru Ti ne zapalis, alat ne moze raditi 


Alat tvojom snagom radi, pokretac svega si Ti 
Svak Te zato postuje i niko se ne ljuti 


Ti si jedan i jedini, tome nema sumnje 
Ne treba slusati onoga ko tvoju snagu umanjuje 


Svijetna zapovjest tvoju nemoćno glavu povio 
Ko tvojim robom ne bio i tvoju zapovjest ne slusao 


Ako sam ja taj koji svjestan sebe kaze "to sam ja" 
Zasto me ne dotakne ruka meni upravljena 


Ej, prijateli, uspokojite se, vrata su vam uvjek otvorena 
Ko na ova vrata dodje Zelja ce mu biti ostvarena 


JUNUS ce u svom tevhidu kao u moru vode zagrcati 
Da se vrati nazad, ne moze ni zamiliti 


4 

Ako zbog Prijatelja budem plakao 
Ko ce mi suze brisati 

Jer ja placem neprestano 

Suze moje nece stati 


Prijatelji dragi, braco moja 
Kome da kazem tugu svoju 
Bolu mome velikome 
Koce od vas znat utjehu 


Citav svijet i da hoce 
Utjesit me ne moze 
Samo Ti si u mom srau 
Utjehe nema bez Tebe 
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I kad umrem i u raku legnem 
Moje tijelo nece sagnjiti 

Od Dragoga se ja ne odvajam 
Ja cu se tako s njim sastati 


Ja sam bio Оп, а Onja 
Od postanka svijeta 

Ako je to istina 

Zasto me nagriza sumnja 


5 

Tebe zasto ne vidjesmo 
Pitase me prijatelji 

Ja sam daleko od Tebe 
Trazim Te lutajuci 


Nasa ljubav Prijatelju 
Smrću mojom nece nestati 
Kako moze kad je sice 
Prepuno tvoje ljubavi 


Svako de spasavat svoju dusu 
Sutra, kad sudnji dan osvane 
Ja JUNUSA necu spominjati 
O Tebi cu govoriti, Taptuk Emre 


6 

Moj Gospod mi dade Dusu i sice 
Ah ne rekavsi odusevilo se 
Jednog trenutka je puno srece 

A slijedeceg puno je tuge 


Hladno je kao led jednoga trena 
Zebe kao u sred januara 

A onda grane sunce i sve procvjeta 
U prekrasnu bastu svijet se pretvara 


Jednog trenutka zanijemi 

Rijeci mu ne mozes cuti 

Slijedeceg trena iz usta biserje potece 
Koje bolnima donese kreposti 


Do najvisih visina se jednoga trena, uzdize 
A vec slijedeceg duboko se spusta u padzemlie 
Cas pmislis maleno je kao vode kap 


A ve slijedecég trena je veliko kao okean 


Jednog trenutka neznalica je prava 
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Ni o cemu, bas ni о cemu poima nema 
Vec slijedeceg trena znanja je pun 
Ikao Gali Lokman sve, bas sve zna 


U jednom trenutku je dein 
Olicenje svakoga za 

U drugom andjeo dobrote 
Gospodar ljudi i demona 


7 

Sad je tu u dizamiji 

Na sedzdu pada i Bogu se moli 
A odmah zatim udje u crkvu 
Cita Bibliju kao svestenici 


Jednog trena poput Isusa 

Vraca u Zivot umrlog 

Drugog udje u grobnicu 
Odmara se kao Haman i Faraon 


U jednom trenutku je andjeo 

I dobrotu svima udjeljuje 

A u drugom s puta skrene 
JUNUS njime zadivljen ostane 


8 
Ako Boze pitas mene 


Moj odgovor Tebi je 


O sebe se ja ogrijesih ucinin sebi zlo 
Zar sam Tebi gospodaru time zio ucinio 


Prije nego ja bih zacet ovakvim si stvorit me htio 
Pa da onda svijetu kazes, Adam se pobunio 


Prije no Sto ja bih rodjen moj prah si zlim smatrao 
Ako sam rob neposlusan Ti si tako htio 


Ovakav ja ne htjeh biti, to si htio Ti 
Ti me stvori punog mana zbog kojih se stidim 


Svijet kao tamnicu vidjeh kad otvorih oci 
"Djavolu ne ugadjaj, savladjuj se", jos si rekao mi 


U tamnici da ne umrem hrane si mi dao 
A ja jedoh i Sto jesam i Sto nisam smjeo 


Plodove tvoje sam jeo, gladnog li sam Tebe ostavio 
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Jeduci darove tvoje jesam li Tebe osiromasio 


Kao vias kose tanak most si razapeo i rekao "predii" 
Kao da si rekao, "dodji jednu moju zamku izaberi" 


9 
Moze l'liko preko mosta tankog poput vlasi 
Taj il'Ipadne, il'loslonac hvata ili poleti 


Robovi tvoji mostove za dobro svoje podizu 
A dobro je kad s lakocom jedni drugima stignu 


A tvoj Sirat ako mora pa nak bude 
Al nek bude tako Sirok put lako da se nadje 


Vagu si postavio, grijehove da mi mjeris 
Grijesi se ne mogu tako izmjerit to je k'o u vatru 
da me bacis 


Onaj Eiji se grijehovi vagom mjere 
Trgovac, bakalin ili preprodavac je 


Grijesi su samo podlaca prijava djela 
U njim'je dobit njihova i njihova zloba 


A Ti ako mozes milost im udijeli 
Mozes li oprosti, grijehove ne mjeri 


Ti ces samo gledat, a ja cu u plamu gorjeti 
Gospode, ovome se nisam mogao nadati 


Svemocan Ti si, grijehove moje i dobrotu znas 
Ako je to istina, Zasto i na vagu mjeriti moras 


Moja smit to je tvoja osveta 
Oci zemljom ispunjene zar Ti nisu dosta 


Ne dotade od JUNUSA Tebe do sada zio nikakvo 
Ti znas da to ne moze biti, ni u potaji ni otvoreno 


Od nas de poslie smiti ostati samo gruda zemlje 
Reci sada Zasto nam treba sve ovo o moj Gospode 


10 

Ej dolape, zasto jecas 
Jecam jer me mori tuga 
Zaljubljen sam u Gospoda 
Ja zato, zato jecam 
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Meni je ime tuzni dolap 

S mene voda kaplje kap kap 
Ovako je naredio Gospod 
Zato, zato jecam ja sad 


U gori me jednoj nadose 
Ruke i krila polomise 
Dolap ces biti rekose 

Ja zato, zato jecam 


Tesari me istesase 

Sve na svoje mjesto postavise 
Jecaj ovaj od Boga je 

Ja zato, zato jecam 


Vodu vucem iz nizine 
Sa visoka izljevam 
Dodji, vidi patnje moje 
Ja zato, zato jecam 


11 

Ja sam drvo sa jedne planine 
Nisam sladak, a nisam ni gorak 
Na svemu Bogu sam zahvalan 
Ja zato, zato jecam 


Dervis JUNUS odiza slovo 
Suze ce mu okajat grijehove 
Ja samo Boga ljubim 

Boga mi zato jecam 


12 

Od Boga Serbet se spusti 
Mi ga popismo Bogu hvala 
I ovo more snage 
Predosmo, Bogu hvala 


Visoke planine 
Vinograde, sume 
Zdravo i veselo 
Predjosmo, Bogu hvala 


Suhi bismo pa se okvasismo 
Krila dobismo, ptica postadosmo 
Jedan s drugim se zdruzismo 

I poletjesmo, Bogu hvala 
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U krajeve u koje dodjosmo 
Ovim Eistim dusama 
Taptukovu milost 
Udijelismo, Bogu hvala 


Dodji ovamo da se pomirimo 
Neznanac ako si da se upoznamo 
Konje za trku opremismo 

U galopu pojurismo, Bogu hvala 


13 

U Anadoliju se spustismo, prezimismo 
Mnogo zla i dobra podinismo 

Proljecć evo dodje, mi se vratismo 
Bogu hvala 


Ozivismo, izvor postadosmo 
Sabrasmo se rijeka postasmo 
Potekosmo, mora ispunismo 
Preplavismo, Bogu hvala 


Na Taptukovom pragu, na njegovoj djedovini 
Postadosmo robovi, ej JUNUSE napaceni 
Sirovi smo bili, pa sazresmo 

Bogu hvala 


14 
Svako ko udje u red dervisa 
Imace sice cisto, poput srebra 


Dah ce mu na amber mirisati 
Vocem ce mu roditi doline i brda 


Lisce njegovo lijek ce biti bolnima 
U njegovom hladu sto Einise dobra 


U jezero ce se pretvoriti suza asikova 
A trskom ce biti obrasla njegova obala 


Svi pjesnici su slavuji u basti Prijatelja 
Junus Emre lici na prepelicu medju njima 


15 

U ovom Raju rijeke teku 
Alah, Alah Zuboreci 
Islama slavuji poletjese 
Alah Alah pjevajuci 
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S kuranskom molitvom na usnama 
Tubine grane se njisu 

Ruze u vitoviama rajsktim 
Imenom Alaha mirisu 


Neki jedu neki piju 
Milost udjeljuju andjeli 
Prorok Idriz odjecu rajsku 
S imenom Alaha kroji 


Stubovi od svetlosti sazdani 
Srebrno lisce na njima treperi 
Mladice koje na njima izniknu 
S imenom Alaha rastu 


Lica od mjeseca svjetlija 
Rijeci mirisnijih od ambera 
Hurije po raju secu 

S imenom Alaha na usnama 


16 

Covjeku koji Boga ljubi 
Liju iz odiju suze 

Obasjan blazenom svetlosti 
Ponavlja Alahovo ime 


Sto god pozelis od Boga trazi 
On ce te na pravi put izvesti 
A slavuj u ruzu zaljubljen 
Alahove ime ce pjevati 


Nebeske se dveri otvorise 
Svi se miloscu ispunise 

/ vrata osam rajeva 

Uz ime Alaha se otvorise 


| Ridvan koji rajsku kapiju otvara 
I onaj Sto kroji rajske haljine 

I onaj koji Kevser-vino pije 
Krvari uz Alahove ime 


Jadni JUNUSE idi, idi svome Dragome 
Sto treba bit danas ne ostavljuj za sutra 
Sutra ces pred Alahovo lice 

Stici s njegovim imenom na usnama 


17 
Planinama i stijenama 
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Tebe dozivam Mevla 
U zoru sa pticama 
Tebe dozivam Mevla 


Na dnu vode sa ribama 
U pustinji s gazelama 

S "Ja hu" poklicima 
Tebe dozivan Mevla 


Na nebesima sa Isusom 
Na Tur planini sa Musom 
Sa rogozom u rukama 
Tebe dozivam Mevla 


Sa Ejubom bola prevelika 
/ Jakubom suzna oka 

I s Dragim Muhameda 
Tebe dozivam Mevla 


Svijet sam ovaj upoznao 
Puste price odbacio 
Bosih nogu, gole glave 
Tebe dozivam Mevla 


JUNUS pjeva pjesmama 
S grlicama i slavujima 
Sa uistinu zaljubljenima 
Tebe dozivam Mevla 


18 

Posmatrajuci svijet oko sebe 

U samu sustinu sam pronikao 

To i vi uciniti mozete 

U sebi sam Prijatelja spoznao 

Okrenuh se sebi i vidjeh 

Onoga koji je meni mnome ucinio 
Koji je mome tijelu dusu udahnuo 
Onoga koji Zivot daje sam spoznao 
Htjeo sam ali ne mogu da odgonetnem 
Ako sam ja On gdje sam to onda ja 

U Njemu ne mogoh sebe prepoznati 
Jer ja sam On, u jedno smo se stopili 
Sice ne moze da privati onoga 

Koji kaze ovo tijelo je zemlja 

Dragulj od ove zemlje On je storio 

Do svetog tvorca ja sam pronikao 
Nevjernik ovo ne zna, ne moze razumjeti 
Samlo bolna dusa dah taj moze osjetiti 
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Ja sam slavuj iz baste ljubavi 

Iz te sam baste samo maogao doci 

U svakoj mojoj pori on je tu, moj Lujbljeni 
Od svoga roba on se ne odvaja 

Nasao sam ga u svojoj blizini 

Ne moram ga traziti u daljinama 

Doticati me nemoj lijepo te molim 
Razdvojit se mozemo, a ja to ne zelim 
Moje putovanje zavrsilo se sa srecom 

Na njogovom kraju ja nadjoh prelijep dom 
Mensur bijah ja jo's prije radjenja 

Zbog toga i dodjoh na ovaj svijet 

U pepeo me sazezi i raspi nebom 

Ja kazem "Ja sam Bog" i tako osjecam 


19 

Niti da na lomaci plamteci segorim 

Niti da se na vjesalima objesen klatim 

Ja dodjoh sto je u mojoj moci da posvrsavam 
I na taj nadin dusu svoju rasteretim 


/ u nemastini nemjernika nahranih 

Cijeli svijet je moj od sa da 

Od zemlje do neba, istoka i zapada 

Sve sam svojim bicem ispunio, svuda sam ja 


Pogledah i shvatih, sviestan sebe bijah 
Zato Sto Boga u sebi nadjoh 

U strahu sam silnom Zivio do tada 
Sad ne strahujem vise, nasao sam Boga 


Ej JUNUSE znas li, ko ce ti dusu uzeti 
Onaj ko tije dusu i dao 

Gospodara svin dusa svijeta 

Ja nadjoh i sretan sam Sto je tako 


20 

Idem putem a sav gorim 

Ljubav me je krvlju obojila 

Ni lud sam ni pametan 

Dodji, vidi sta je ljubav od mene ucinila 


Cas kovitlam ko vjetrovi 

A Cas prasim ko putevi 

Cas hutim kao bujica Sto nadolazi 
Dodji, vidi sta ljubav od mene ucini 


Lutam od mjesta do mjesta 
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Za Prijatelja pitam od usta do usta 
Ko ce znati kako mi je u tudjini 
Dodji, vidi sta ljubav od mene ucini 


U grudima rana, kamen dzigerice 
Lice mi je blijedo, moje odi suzne 
Brate mucenice, moj bol nas samo Ti 
Dodji, vidi Sta ljubav od mene ucini 


Tvoja ljubav mene je opila 

Srce uzela, bolesnim ucinila 

I ubije naumila 

Vidi sta je ljubar od mene ucinila 


JUNUS sam jadni ja 
Prognanik i skitnica 
Sav sam u zivim ranama 


Dodil, vidi sta je liubav od mene ucinila 


21 

PoruCite zaljubljenima 
U ljubav sam zaljubljen ja 
Plovka u moru ljubavi 

To sam ja 


Nebo i zemlja se ljubavlju ispunise 
Od nje nema nista ljepse 

Vrijednost Ljubavi ko procijeniti moze 
Njen dragulj sam ja 


Iz mora voda isparena 

U oblak na nebu pretvorena 
Bozja milost na zemlju prolivena 
To sam ja 


Andjeli koji nebom lete 
Munja koja sijeva 

Kisa koja oblake pokrece 
Na zemlju se izliva to sam ja 


Vidio sam andjele na nebu 
Svaki Sta Bog je zadao izvrsava 
Ja sam onaj koji propovijeda 
Ja sam Kuran, ja sam Biblija 


22 
Za nevidjeno rece vidio sam 
Za ono Sto ne zna znao sam 


147 


Samo On stvarno vidi i cuje 
A rob ljubavi njegove sam ja 


Poludio sam JUNUS je ime mi 

Bozja ljubav je putokaz meni 

Onaj koji dodje pred lice Boga puzeci 
To sam ja 


23 

Cujte prijatelji i potujte 

Ljubav je nesto najvrijednijo 
Ne moze se upotrebom istrositi 
Ljubav je nesto sto se postuje 


Doteknuvsi planinu, u pepeo je moze sazeti 
Zalutalim sicima put moze pokazati 
Sultana ako hoce u roba moze pretvoriti 
Ljubav je neste najmudrije 


Koga je ljubavi strijela pogodila 
Dusu mu ne ispunjavaju bol i tuga 
iz nje se cuju uzdasi i krici zanosa 
Ljubav je duse cenzja pregolema 


Mora kljucaju na njenoj vatri 

Po njenoj volji igraju valovi 
Stijenu ce natjerati da progovori 
Ljubav je nesto najsnaznije 


Pametne ce zbuniti 

U moru udaviti 

Dzigerice sagorjeti 
Ljubav je ono najvatrenije 


Dervis JUNUS bespomocan je 
Svoju muku kome reci moze 

Da ga nahrani Prijatelj nek dodje 
Ljubav je nesto najukusnije 


24 

Tvoja ljubav meni je mene uzela 
Meni si potreban samo Ti 

Na ognju ljubavi gorim danonocno 
Meni si potreban samo Ti 


Nit se bogatstvu radujem 


Niti nemastine gnusam 
U ljubavi tvojoj utjehu nalazin 
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Meni si potreban samo Ti 


Zaljubljene Tvoja Ijubav ubija 
Dave se u moru ljubavi 

Tajne spoznaje im otkriva 
Meni si potreban samo Ti 


Kad bi se vina tvoje ljubavi napio 
Kao Mednun izgubio u brdima 
Ti si prva misao u mojim zorama 
I nadnja u mojim nocima 

Meni si potreban samo Ti 


Sufijama razgovor treba 
Mitvima spokoj onoga svijeta 
Medznunima treba Lejla 
Meni si potreban samo Ti 


25 

Ako mi Zivot oduzmu 

I pepeo po nebu raspu 
Zemlja ce me sebi zvati 
Meni si potreban samo Ti 


JUNUS je ime moje 

Sa svakim jutrom moja vatra jaca je 
Na oba svijeta moja sreca je 

A meni trebas samo Ti 


26 
Svjetla su puni oci i sice moje 


Obraz mi vlazi dok mu izgovaram ime 


Kao luca potpaljena gori tijelo moje 
Onome ko dim vidjeti moze bice vjetar u svitanje 


Vatru Ijubavnu ni oklop celini idrazati ne moze 
Strijela ljubavi dobro cilja, zabada se pravo u srce 


Dragoga Gospodara svojim jezikom mozes pozvati 
Dobar je moj Gospodar, odgovorit de i doci 


Onome ko Tebe ljubi nis ta ne osta od pameti 
Stalno je u zanosu i ako na tranutak dodje sebi 


JUNUSE, na putu Bogom odabranin prasina budi Ti 
Tamo gdje oni treba da stignu, to je dalje od vjeonosti 
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27 

Ti si dusa moje duse 

Bez tebe ne mogu biti 

Da u Raju nema Tebe 
Pogledao ga ne bi kunem se 


Kud god da pogledam samo Tebe vidim 

Ti si sustina svake moje rijeci 

Ja samo Tebe pratim nista bolje ne umijem 
Predao sam se Tebi cijelim svojim bigem 


Na sebe sam zaboravio 
Kada sam Tebi odlazio 
Je bez Tebe ne mogu biti 
Ma Sta da se dogodilo 


I ako me kao Djerdjiza 
Sedamdeset ubijes puta 
Opet cu se vratiti Tebi 
Ja nemam vise srama 


Zato Sto Te JUNUS tako ljubi 
U svijet ga svoj uvedi Ti 

Ti si ljubav moje duse 

Ja drugog nemam do Tebe 


28 

Htio bih da ovaj tren vjeono traje 
Svakog trena mjesec da opet izadje 
Svakog trenutka Zivota praznik da je 
Ljeto i zima da su uvijek uvijek proljece 


Oblaci ne mogu zasjeniti 
Bijelu svetlost moga mjeseca 
Moj mjesec je uvijek pun 
Mjesedina prostor ispunjava 


Tamu iz dubine sica 

Svjetlost Njegova izgoni 
Mogu li svjetlost i tama 

Na jedom mjestu zajedno biti 


Ja sam mjesec na zemlji nasao 
Nebo meni ne treba vise 
Moje lice je zemlji okrenuto 


Mene milost zasipa sa zemlje 


Moje rijeci nisu upucene ni suncu ni mjesecu 
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Zaljubljenima jedna rec je dovolina 
Ako svoju ljubav ne iskazem 
Ugusice me ljubavna ceznja 


Sta ako JUNUS silno ljubi 

Mnogi su zaljubljeni u Boga 

Onaj sto voli, da ne bi izgubio 
Niegove zapovijedi dobro neka slusa 


29 

Ej prijatelju, od ljubavi prema Tabi 
Ode mi pamet, ostadoh ja 

Silne rijeke ostavivsi 

U topla mora potekoh ja 


Na mrvi tvoje ljubavi 
Mora ce uzavreti 
Padoh na oganj ljubavi 
Zapalih se, izgorjeh ja 


U dusi koja se zaljubi 
Patnji nema mjesta 

Od kako je dosla meni 
Tuga ode, nasmijah se ja 


I slavuj se zaljubio 
U lice, crvene ruze 
Kad vidjeh svetih lice 
Slavuj postadoh ja 


Ovu Ijubav Ti si mi dao 

Sta da sa sobom radim 
Iznutra i svana pun sam svetla 
Zavolio sam Prijatelja 


30 

Bio sam suha grana 

Na putu oborena 

Covjek me samo pogleda 
Mlad i lijep postadoh ja 


JUNUSE, ako si stvarno zaljubljen 
Nazovi se mucenikom 

Od sviju sam stariji 

Ja nadjoh mucenistvo. 


31 
Brod ne treba onome 
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Ко hoce u more ljubavi 
A mi gde cemo vise naci 
Ovaj tren i ove rijeci 


"Mome svijetu nema zamjene" ne reci 
Nemoj da te unisti zebnja 

Ako si voljeo i bio voljen 

Nestace iz tvoga sica tuša 


Da si bar jednom vidio 
Onoga Sto sice ljubi 

Ne bi mi nista savjetovao 
Dusi bi mojoj ti oprostio 


Zaljubljeni savjete ne slusa 
Savjet njemu nicemu ne sluzi 
Oholost mranju zaboravice 
Ducane svojen odbacice 


Lice istinskog ljubavnika 
Znakom nekim je obiljezeno 
Kryave suze njegove oci 
Dan i noc liju neprestano 
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Ovo uvjerenje i viera 
Ljubav su cijeloga svijeta 
Bez ljubavi nam ne treba 
Ni ovo uvjerenje ni vjera 


JUNUSE, ne dizi pogleda 
Sa stopala zaljubljenoga 
Oprosti hiljadu puta dusi 
Tako ces naci Gospoda 
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Neka cudna ljubav dodje 

I osvoji mene 

Prijestolom ucini grudi moje 
Na dusu mi sjede 


Moj vladar si Ti, a rob ja 
Ja sam slavuj, a Ti ruza 
Tvoja vlast je dovolina 
Za sve robove svijeta 


Pro ce doci projece 
Drvece se liscem ogrnuti 
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Kad to slavuji vide 
Sletice na ruzu i pjevati 


Ti ces vidjeti zaljubljene 

Sto u narodu zaneseno setaju 
A oniaije oci ne vide 

Kraj puta nepomino sjede 


Ej, JUNUSE, uh da kazes 
Moj zbor je najbolji 
I od tebe boljih ima 
Od boljeg ima bolji 
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Svijet je ovaj pravde pun 
A da niko to i ne zna 
Boga trazi u sebi 

On je tu u tebi 


Svijetu slijepo vjerujes 
"Bozji darovi su moji" kazes 
Zasto samo lazi govoris 

Ne moze biti to sto kazes 


Onaj svijet daleko je 

Pravda je najjace oruzje 
Rastanak je prevelika ceznja 
Ko ode taj se vise ne vraca 


Ko dodje na ovaj svijet otici ce 
Jedan po jedan serbet ispice. 
Ovo je samo most, preci ce 

To ne mogu znati neznalica 


Da se upoznamo dodjite 
Kada smo zajedno sve je lakse 
Volimo i voljeni budimo 
Svijet ovaj nece ostati nikome 


JUNUSOVE rijeci ove ako saslusas 

I znacanje pravo ako shvatis 

Zivoscu ces se okrijepiti, dragosti ispuniti 
Na ovome svijetu niko zauvjek nece ostati 
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Cujte, ej prijatelji 
Ljubav suncu nalici 
A sice bez ljubavi 
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Lici na odar samini 


U srau kamenome sta moze niknuti 
Takvom iz usta samo moze zadimiti 
Koliko god milo goviriti htio 
Rijee li ce mu na savdju liciti 


Ljubavlju srca ispunjena 
Gore, tope se k'o svijeca 
Crna su sica od kamena 
I ostrim zimama slicna 


Na pragu dvora Sultanova 
Na svetoj njegovoj zemlji 
Zvijezda asikova svakog Casa 
Spremnom podaniku nalici 


JUNUSE, nek ti sumnja prodje 
Ako treba i kroz sume ove 
Covjeku samo ljubav treba 
Zato dervisu slican je 
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Ljetni dani opet dodjose 
Pjevaj, slavuju pjevaj 
Cvijetovi svijet prekrise 
Pjevaj salvuju, pjevaj 


Pogledaj odlazi zima 

Tvoju dusu razgaljuje proljece 
Svijet se preobrazava u raj 
Pievaj slavuju, pevaj 


Drvece se zelenilom ogrce 
Veselo leprsaju ptice 
Svima daj od duse svoje 

I pjevaj slavuju, pjevaj 


Kad ti se srce ljubaviju ispuni 
Tuga iz njega otici ce 

Sleti na vrata ruzine baste 

I pjevaj slavuju, pjevaj 


Od ceznje uvenu ruza 

Na suhom tru procvala 

Je I'tvoja dusa od moje bolnija 
Pjevaj salvuju, samo pjevaj 
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Slavuj ruzu zavolje 
Niko ne zna kako mu je 
Gleda u nju zaljubljeno 
Pjevaj slavuju, pjevaj 


Riznica snage se otvori 
Bozja milost svijet zali 


Odora je spremna onima sto u Raj ce uci 


Pjevaj slavuju, pjevaj 


Ja sam ovde moj sejh je tamo 
Tijelo mi je za dusu pretijesno 


Ona tezi sjedinjenju, placem danonuóno 


Pevaj slavuju, pevaj 


Ti mozes krila raskriliti 
Tamo gdje zelis odletjeti 
More, okeane preletjeti 
Pjevaj slavuju, pjevaj 


I tvome zitou ce kraj doci 
Ej, JUNUSE, i sam es 

Iz baste ruza otici 

Pjevaj slavuju, pjevaj 
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Jesi li cudom ovamo dosao 
Slavuju, zasto places 

Jesi umoran u putu zalutao 
Zasto places slavuju, hej 


Jesi l'visove s nijezne prevalio 
Rijeke nabujale pregazio 

Bez prijatelja jesi li ostao 
Zasto places slavuju, hej 


Sto ljutito ti sad jecis 
Moj bol ti olaksati ces 

Da li prijateljo vidjet zelis 
Zasto places slavuju, hej 


Jesu li kule tvoga grada porusene 
Cast njegova je li okaljana 

Je liti Dragog progutala tudjina 
Zasto places slavuju, hej 


Po ruzinim bastama ces setati 
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I soone pupolike ubirati 
I neutjesno, neutjesno jecati 
Zasto places slavuju, hej 
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Oci se tvoje iz sna probudise 
Probudisei u krvlju oblise 
Vatre moju dusu sagorjese 
Zasto places slavuju, hej 


Sto je bilo JUNUSU je bilo 
U moru ljubavi on se utopio 
Proljece je opet nabubrilo 
Zasto plates slavuju, hej 


40 
Ovaj svijet nije nista drugo samo jedan veliki veliki grad 
A nas Zivot je u njemu kao bez cjenkanja Pazar 


U ovaj grad se samo na tronutak moze uci 
Put bez povratka odlazak iz njega znaci 


Kad tek u njega stignes sladak je kao secer i med 
Na kraju se razorkrije kao zmijski otrov gorak je 


U poetku je ljepota koja nam sica osvaja 
Na kraju se promijeni kao zena oronula 


Sasvim su razlicite slike o stanju ovoga grada 
Laznim sjajem izgleda kao bez moci vjestica 


Mastati se moze koliko hoces mastanje se ne place 
niti kaznjava 

A oni koji plivaju u oblacima su kao na ispasi stado 
ovaca 


Gospodar ovoga grade je milostiv, ljudima oprasta 
Onaj ko njega priznaje postojace i onda kada ga vise 


nema 


Ko zna koliko moze zna i sta mu je ciniti 
Bozijom milosu osvijetlien na rano projece de liciti 


Coviece, pogledaj JUNUSA jadnoga u bolu je sva 
sreca njegova 


Niegov svaki uzdah je sladak kao secer i med 


41 
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Ljubav prema zavitaju 

Proklija u mome srou, ej prijatelju 
Ko dodje taj ostane 

Ni ja otici necu, ej prijatelju 


Kad andjeo smrti dodje 

Ne spasi me ni majka ni otac 
Popecu se na drvenog konja 
Krenut u nepovrat, ej prijatelju 


Samocu hocu da ispunim 

Ruza koja vjeano cvjeta da postanem 
Slavuj u basti Prijatelja 

Zelim da budem, ej prijatelju 


Kada umrem pokrice me 

Nekoliko metara platna 

Obuéu rajske haljine 

Haljine istinskog svijeta, ej prijatelju 


Ko Medznun cu lutati 

Visoke planine prijeci 

Ili svijeca postati 

Goreci se istopiti, ej prijatelju 
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A dani se nizu, godine prolaze 
Grob je nada mnom 

Tijelo sagnjilo, u prah se pretvaram 
Ej prijatelju 


JUNUS Emre, na svoj put kreni 
Nek te ne zaustave nevjernici 

U jezero Prijatelja zaplovi 

Ej prijatelju 
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Moj Zivote ti si me prevario 

Ah Zivote Sta da radim s tobom 
Sputanoga si me ostavio 

Ah Zivote, sta da radim s tobom 


Moja briga uvijek si bio samo ti 
Ti si bio dusa u mojoj dusi 

Bio si uvijek moj gospodar ti 

Ah Zivote, Sta da radim s tobom 


Srce se tebi radovalo 
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Ruze sam za tebe uzgajao 
Za jadnicima sam plakao 
Ah zivote, sta da radim s tobom 


Ko ovamo dodje taj i ode 

Svijet je ovaj lazan cijeli 

Placem za Zivotom izguljenim 
Ah Zivote, sta da radim s tobom 


Bar da mi ne izmices 

Kao prognanik da ne ides 

Vino smiti da ne pijes 

Ah Zivote, sta da radim s tobom 
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Dan ce doci kad cu ostat bez tebe 
Vuku, ptici trofej bicu 

Istruhnuvi zemlja bicu 

Ah Zivote, Sta da radim s tobom 


JUNUSE, jadni zar ne znas 

Oko sebe zasto ne pogledas 
Mitve zasto ne spomenes 

Ah Zivote, sta da radim s tobom 
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Opet si nabujalo sice ludo 
Kao bujica hoces li preplaviti 
Opet si kapnula krvava suzo 
Hoces li mi puteve zavezati 


Ruka moja Dragoga ne moze dotaci 
Mome bolu nema lijeka 

Hoces li me ovdje privatiti 

Zavicaj sam napustio klo skitnica 


U grudima me boli rana 
Izgubio sam saputnika 
Ociju mojih suzo krvava 
Hoces li poteci kao rijeka 


Na tvome putu ja sam zemlja 

U korak me pratis ti 

Jesi liti stjenovita planina 

Sto preda mnom je razarijila grudi 


Kao prepadnik na mome putu 
Snijezna litica se spusti 
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Od 10138082 sam ja odvojen 
Mozes li me ti njemu odvesti 


46 

Na vihu snijezne planine 
Stoje oblaka grozdovi 
Raspustivsi kose zbog mene 
Hoces li suze roniti 


Junusova dusa je opijena 
Moj zavicaj je krv Prijatelja 
JUNUS te vidje u snovima 
Bolestan si hoces li ozdraviti 
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Dodje moj Zivot i prodje 

Kao vjeter Sto naleti 

A meni je izgledalo tako 

Kao da sam na tren sklopio oci 


To je tajna koju sam Bog zna 
Dusa je samo gosca tijela 
Doci ce dan kad ce odletjeti 
Poput ptice iz kaveza 


O Adame napaceni 
Ti na zito nalicis 
Kao sjeme zasijano 
Proklijas i rastes 


Na ovom svijetu zbog jednoga 
Njedra gore, dusa plamti 

Sto su junaci veli pomili 

Kao nebeska sjetva pokoseni 


Ako na bolesnika naidjes 
I gutljaj mu vode pruzis 
Za uzvrat ces se sutra ti 
Bozanskog vina napiti 
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Ako sretne's siromaha 
Nesto staro ponudis mu 
Za uzvrat ces se sutra ti 
U rajske odore odjenuti 


JUNUS Emre, na ovome svijetu 
Samo dvoje ostace rekose 
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Kao Sto se Hizir 1 Шаз sveti 
Vode Zivota onda napise 


49 

Dragi prijatelji moji znate li 

Gdje su dobri, Bogom odabrani 
Kud god se okrenes tu ceh ih naci 
Kad god zatrebaju, tu su oni 


Moje su rijeci, covjoku bez milosti 
Kao odjeci sa kamenih litica 

Onaj u koga nema bar mrve ljubavi 
Taj divljak je, lako ga je poznati 


Dvolican nemoj nikada biti 
"Asik sam" nemoj govoriti 
Ko na ovom svijetu laze 
Na onome ce u tamnici biti 


Ehej ti sto ne znas ko si 

Ti sto rijeci ne razumijes 

Na stranama Kur'ana ces naci 
Bozije znamende koje trazis 


Bog mi dade ljubavi tvoje 

e Koju od njega pozeljeh ja 
Bozije lice je samo ono 

Koje zraci od silnog blazenstva 


Mnogi su Junusu govorili 

Ostario si, prodji se ljubavi 

On rede "Lubav me podmladjuje" 
Sada ubirem prve plodove 
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Jednoga dana, ej braco ej prijatelji 
Andjeo smiti ce doci ja cu umrijeti 
Tesko se kajuci za ucinjeno 
Jednoga dana vraticu se sebi 


Ruke niz vostano tijelo spustane 
Rijeci vise nikad ne izgovorene 
Moja djela ce pred mene iskrsnuti 
Sta ucinin jednoga dana vidjece se 


U haljetku od pet dlanova platna 
Zmija tijelo Zvakala gutala 
Godina prodje respade se trupina 
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Ostaću zaboravljen jednoga dana 


Nad glavom ce pobosti kamen 

Nit cu znati ze noc nit za dan 

Ucitelju moj Ti si ovome svijetu nada 

A mi cemo jednoga dana biti tvoja besjeda 


JUNUS Emre svoje slovo 

Cak ni dovrsio nisi 

Sta da radim sam uici 

Jednoga dana Gospodu some stici 


51 

Oni Sto dolaze i odlaze sa ovog laznog svijeta 
Nit govore nit nesto porcuju 

Oni Sto po njima trave nicu 

Nit govore nit nesto porcuju 


Nad nekima razgranata stabla 
Nad nekima trava uvenula 
Bez kivice krivi lijepi junaci 
Nit govore nit nesto porcuju 


Njezna lica zemljom pokrivena 
Slatke rijeci nikad ne izgovorene 

Ne zaboravite in u svojim molitvama 
Nit govore nit nesto porcuju 


Neko u cetvrtoj, neko u petoj 
Nekome sa glave kruna skinuta 
Nekome Sest, nekom sedam godina 
Nit govore nit nesto porcuju 


Neko ucitelj neko trgovac 
Neko bijele brade sijedi starac 
Tesko je piti smrti sokove 
Nit sto porcuju nit govore 


JUNUS rece, dodji, vidi sta je sudbina 
Trepavice im i vijedje popadale 
Kameni spomenici nad glavama stoje 
Nit sto porcuju niti govore 
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Okreci se okreci svjete lazni 
Svijet lazni nisi li ti 

I sedam puta da se ispraznis 
Opet ces se napuniti 
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Vatru zapali u meni 

Dim njen udje u oci mi 
Svijet koji se danas meni 
Tim ocima smije, zar nisi ti 


Vatru ti zapali u meni, 

Na svome bolu ja gorim 
Svijet koji ce na dan sudnji 
S crvima ostati nisi li ti 


Zov sam bio gore preletio 

Gore preletio, vode pregazio 
Svijet koji je vazduhom prohujao 
I potom nestao ne bjese li ti 


JUNUS Emre, ti uzivaj 

Uzivaj i ne ocajavaj 

Svijet koji je Muhamed Mustafu 
Uzeo, zar nisi bio ti 
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Hodao sam i lutao 

U zoru na grobove naisao 
Crnom zemljom pokrivena 
Njezna lica ugledao 


Lezi u zemlji tijelo sagnjilo 
Crni grob ga prekrio 
Prazne Zile, krv istekla 
Struhle pokrove sam vidio 


Otvoreni grobovi se ispunise 
Kuce trosne porusise 

Strah i strepnja ostadose 
Moje oci samo uzase vidjese 


Pasnjaci bez ispase ostadose 
Obori ne prezimjese 

U ustima vidjeh jezike 
Nijema i zardjale 


Neke sto u jelu i picu uzivaju 

Neke Sto nesto ocekuju 

Neke sto u muci i bolu graju 

Dane vidjeh sto se u noc pretvaraju 
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Crne im oci ugasene 

Lica poput mjeseca nejasna postase 
Pod zemljom crnom vidjeh 

Ruke sto nekad brale su ruze 


Neko vrat povivsi legao 
Neko zemlji tijelo predao 
Neko ljut na majku otisao 
Uvrnute vratove sam vidio 


Neko place jecajuci 
Dusu ognjem zezu vrazi 
Vidjeh rake kako gore 

I dim koji iz njih izlazi 


Kad to JUNUS vidje 

Dodje i isprica nam sve 
Svijest se pomuti, um izgubih 
Jpak sam ja vidio ovo sve 
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U zoru na groblje stigoh 
Sve pomrio tu potiva 
Bespomoni u svojoj muci 
Leze napusteni od zivota 


Do njihovih se spustih sfera 
Snagu andjela smiti osjetih 
Koliko tu samo junaka 
Pociva, Zelja neostvarenih 


Jeli ih vukovi i ptice 
Izjedali njedra gmizavci 
Podiva ovdje nejac uvela 
Kao uvelin ruza populjci 


U zamku unvacena tijela 
Dusa Bogu na istinu stigla 
Zar i ti sada ne vidis 

Red je nas i na nas ceka 


Biser zubi im poispadali, 
Plava kosa sa tjemena spala 
Svi kosmari za njih su prestali 
Pocivaju tu po volji Boga 


56 
U ocima nema vise crnila 
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Od djela nekog traga ne ostade 
Krpice bijelog samrtnog pokrova 
Pocivaju sa kostima izmjesane 


JUNUSE, ako si zaljublen istinski 
Svoje lice za ovaj svijet ne krasi 

Oni koji su se za ovaj svijet krasili 
Pocivaju sada, crna su zemlja postali 
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Ima li ovdje mozda nekog 
Ovako jadnog kao ja 

Grudi bremenih, očiju suznih 
Ovako jadnog kao ja 


Lutam kroz Asir i Anadoliju 
Prijedjoh sve uzduz i poprijeko 
Mnogo sam htio a nisam nasao 
Nikog ovako jadnog kao ja 


Niko od mene jadniji nek ne bude 
Neka ne gori na vatri rastanka 
Uitelju, niko nikad nek ne bude 
Ovako jadan kao ja 


Dok govorim oko place 
Za jadnikom dusa pati 

Na nebu je i moja zvijezda 
Ovako jadna kao ja 


Kako samo bol u meni tinja 
Andjeo smiti ce doci, umrijecu ja 
A onda cu i u grobu mome naci 
Nekog ovako jadnog kao ja 


Siromah jedan kad umre 
Nakon tri dana se cuje 
Hladnom se vodom kupaju 
Oni ovak jadni kao ja 


Ej JUNUSE nesretnice 
Tvome bolu nema lijeka 
Lutaj od grada do grada 
Ovako jadan kao ja 
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Ja ne znam sada na kome je red 
U pohode nam smit dolazi 
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Narod je u bostan pretvoren 
A smit trga po svojoj volji 


Jednima je povijena kicma 
manje sruseno drugima 
Suze rone ljude mnogi 
Smit svom silinom gazi 


Nekome je brata uzela 

Zbog gubitka kaplje suza 
Ranjene grudi ne mogu zacijelit 
Smit ne krase dobra diela 


Kad junak starac postane 
Pamet ce mu pomutiti 
Doci ce smit i nekoga 
iscijedjenin oriju ostaviti 


Prijatelja zar nismo ба Ш 
Klanjali mu i posteni bili 
JUNUSE jadni jasno je 
Smit gazi i azdaje 
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Dusu nasu uzece andjeo smiti 

Krv nasa u Zilama ce presusiti 

Zaspacemo, onima koji ce nam pokrove staviti 
Saljem svoj pozdrav posljednji 


Krenucemo na put nasem Prijatelju 

Na ovom svijetu zelja nam se ne ispuni 
Onima koji se nad nasim lijesom pomole 
Saljem svoj pozdrav poslednji 


Mnogo se rijeci tu izgovori 

Ni jedna tugu ublaziti ne moze 
Onima koji nas na odar poloze 
Saljem svoj pozdrav posljednji 


Zaljubljenik je onaj koji Boga ljubi 
Njegovom bolu on ce utjehu pruziti 
Onima koji se za nasu dusu pomole 
Saljem svoj pozdrav poslednji 


JUNUS, u Boga zaljubljen besjedi 
Krvavim suzama se oko ispuni 

Neka znaju oni koji nisu znali 

Ja njima saljem svoj pozdrav poslednji 
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Zivot svoj sam zalud proceridao 
Gle, Sta sam od duse svoje ucinio 


Niko do sada nije ucinio nikome 
Ono sto sam ja ucinio sebi samome 


Zbog jedne saksije slomijene 
Ne obratih paznju na svoje grijehove 


Ono sto noc donosi ne zna niko 
Eudna je istinska ljubav, ja sam je zaboravio 


Sto god da ucinih sve je pretvaranje samo 
Cudna je slast to ja sam je zaboravio 


Udarajuc po Zivotu ludo sam ga trosio 
Prevelika Steta kazuje Sta sam ucinio 


JUNUSA jednoga grijehovi su veliki 
Ja sam bio cuvar na njegovoj kapiji 
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Znanje, znanje znaci znati 
Znati to je sebe spotnati 
Ako sebe ne spoznas 
Cemu onda uciti 


Nauku je krajnji cilj 
Boga u sebi spoznati 
Ako Boga ne spoznas 
Zalud ces se truditi 


Nikad ne reci, "znam sve sam naucio" 
I Sto Bog zapovjeda ispostovao 

Ako covjeka bazijim bicem ne smatras 
Sav trud tvoj proci ce uzaludno 


Znacenje Cetiri svete knjige 
U elifu naznaceno je 

Ako ne znas elif sta je 
Kakvo je to udenje 


Kada dvadeset slogova 
Od poetka do kraja srocis 
Uritelju, Ti ces tada reci 
Sta elif zapravo znaci 
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JUNUS Emre kaze, hodza tuj me ti 
Hiljadu puta na Hadz otici mozes 
Ipak od svega je mnogo bolje 
Samo jedno sice da osvojis 
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Prave rijeci ko zna kazati 

One ce mu obraz osvjetlati 

Ko se po onoj "ispeci pa reci" ponasa 
Jednom rijeci sve ce mu dobro krenuti 


Jedna rijec ratove moze zaustaviti 
Jedna rijec covjeka glave moze kostati 
Jedna rijee u visine ga moze uzdici 
Jedna rijee med i maslo moze postati 


Prava rijee je promisljena 

Losa nicemi ne valja 

Kroz sito svijesti prosijana 

Prava rijec za navijek ostaje zapamćena 


Ej prijatelju, ej brate 

Dodji bar i saslusaj me 

Novac i blago lazne su vrijednosti 
Jedna rijee in u prah moze pretvoriti 


Idi, idi svojim putem 

Kod ociju slijep ne budi 

Ne igraj se sa jezikom 

Na dusu ti planinu moze spustiti 


Ej JUNUSE, sve rekao si ti 
Od toga nikad ne odustani 
Samo jedna rijec pogresna 
Od cilja te moze udaljiti 
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Ako si jednom necije sice slomio 
Zaludna ti je molitva Gospodu 
Sedamdesetidva vladara robovi 
Takvu osobu odistiti ne mogu 


Oni koji na ovaj svijet dodjose 
Otisli su sve za sobom ostavivsi 
Kao rajske ptice, a ne kao guske 
Vinuvsi se u nebo, Bogu su odletjeli 
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Pravi put je koji pravdi vodi 

To je onaj koji Boga slijedi 

Covjek je onaj koga skromnost krasi 
I onaj koji visoko ne leti 


Pravim putem ako ides 

Pravog covjeka u stopu slijedis 
Bog ce hiljadu puta brojati 
Jedno dobro djelo ako ucinis 


JUNUSOVE rijeci tako dodjose 
Kao da dodade medu maslo 
Narodu kao vedrice prodaje 

U njima je dragulj a ne so. 
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Ono Sto nijemi kaze 
Gluh Covjek moze cuti 
Rijeci gluhog i nijemog 
Dusa mora razumjeti 


Neucinjeno razumjesmo 
Ne razumjevsi ucinismo 
Pravom covjeku je ovako 
Nemastina najvece blago. 


Voljeli smo Dragoga 

Od njega bismo voljeni 
Svakog casa se opet radjamo 
Kome mozemo dosaditi 


Sedamdeset i dva jezika su bila 
Izmedju njih se medja isprijecila 

Sve gotovo je bilo kad se osvjestismo 
Nista nije valjalo ni ubogi ni plemstvo 


Ej JUNUSE, ako hoces gospodara 

I zemlja i nebo su prepuni 

Pod svakim kamenom ovoga svijeta 
Po jedan Musa, sin Imranov stoji 
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U bijedi se moze vidjeti 
U koga ima ljudskosti 
Onoga ko stremi visoko 
Sa stepenica ce gurnuti 


Dusa visinama luta 
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Ро putu stalno bjesni 
Sto god unutra ima 
Jednom mora izaci 


Starac sa sijedom bradom 
Ne zna kako stvari stoje 
Neka na Hadzi ne ide 
Ako jedno sice slomio je 


Sice je prijesto Boga 

Bog u njega samo gleda 
Proklestvo oba svijeta 

Stice onog ko lomi ljudska srca 


Gluh rijeci ne cuje 

Od noci misli dan da je 
Za svijet pun svjetla 
Oci nevjernika su lijepe 


Malo rijeci je tovar za covjeka 

Mnogo rijeci moze nosit samo zivotinja 
Receno ce shvatiti onaj 

Ko u sebi razuma ima 
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Ono sto za sebe mislis 
Moras mislit i drugima 

Ako nesto cetiri knjige spaja 
Onda je to bas poruka ova 


Znali smo, proci ce oni Sto dodjose 
Oni sto su tu bili otici ce 

Onaj koji je sustinu spoznao 

Vina ljubavi napice se 


Neka se JUNUS na svom putu ne pomami 
Neka visoko ne stremi 

Grob i most kusnje neka ne iskusi 

Ako je ovo lice koje voli. 
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Zuti cvijet sam pitao 
Zasto ti je obraz zut 

A cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Moj dah ce planine srusit 


Cvijet sam opet pitao 
Kod vas smiti ima li 
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A cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Ima li mjesta bez smrti 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Gdje boravite zimi 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Zimi smo zemlja mi 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Sidjoste li do pakla 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
To je mjesto nevjernika 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Mozete li letjeli 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Letjeti zele samo ljudi 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 

Sta je za vas ruza 

Cvijet rece, ej dervis 

Ruza je kap Muhamedova znoja 
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Opet sam pitao cvijet 
Covjeka mozes li poznat 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Covjek je u hiljadu jedan 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Odakle ti boja divna 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 

To je zrak mjeseca i sunca 


Cvijet sam opet pitao 
Zasto vam se vrat povio 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Srce se Bogu okrenulo 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Majku i оса da | imas 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Cudno, kako me to pitas 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Jesi | Kabu vidio 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Kaba je Bozje mjesto 
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Opet sam cvijet pitao 

Ako ti udjem u vit, sta ce biti 
A cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Pomirisi me i nazad se vrati 
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Opet sam pitao cvijet 
Jesi li vidio Sirat 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Sve nas tamo vodi put 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Zasto su ti suzne oci 
Cvijet rece, ej dervis 
Bremene su moje grudi 


Opet sam cvijet pitao 
Poznajes li Junusa 

Cvijet rece, ej dervis 

JUNUS je Cetrdesetorice dusa 
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Nikad ne savjetuj covjeka bez ljubavi 
Savjet nece do njega doprijati 
Zivotinja je onaj koji ne ljubi 

Sta je savjet, ona moze li znati 


Sa ljudima uvijek budi 
Od neznalice pobjegni 
Bogu je dosta skrtih 
Skitci su bezobraznit 


Vladar se kao soko rodi 
"Krasan je" pohvaljen bi 
Prinova ako i slabasna 
Nece ostati ne rodjena 


Ako crni kamen vodom prelijes 
I godinama neprestano kvasis 
Kamen ce opet kamen biti 

I nece dragulj postati 


On je sunce oba svijeta 

Lice zemlje je promijenio 

On je besmtan, umrijeti ne moze 
A neznalica misli da je umro 
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JUNUSE, meznalica ne budi 
Ne udaljavaj se od pravin ljudi 
Neznalica i musliman ako je 
Manje zato neznalica nije 
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Ej ti, sto meni "dobar si" kazes 
Znaj da sam od sviju gori 
Celo mjesec, a oci zvijezdama 
Umisljam ja, stvor bezobrazni 


Moje tijelo u mome kraju 
Nikome ni za sta ne koristi 

U mojoj ulici tako isto 

Nikome nista ne mogu pomoci 


Nigdje, ni u mojoj kuci 
Bogu valjano nista ne ucinih 
Nekome ostanu bol i ceznja 
A nekome rijec opojna 


Dok svijet na nogama stoji 
Ja vise volim sjediti 

U procelje sam se popeo 
Podamnom dusek debeli 


Jer meni je odredjeno 
To dvolicje ruzno 
Cemu onda tuliti 

I zbog toga zaliti 


Pa ipak glupost ne mogu reci 
Narodu ucenome ja 

Ako kazem, vjerovati nece 

Da je na drvetu izrasla lubenica 
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Knjigu sam procitao 

Pero je nije napisalo 
Sedam mora ne bi ispunilo 
Mastlilo za nju potrebno 


Umjesto namaza i posta 
Vino sam pio pijanica bio 
Umjesto da uzmem tespih i sedzadu 


Saz i kopuz sam slusao 


Ako si iz JUNUSOVIH rijeci 
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Shvatio Sta je htio reci 
Kao Silo ce ti izgledati 
Munara u Konji 
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Na granu Sljive se popeh 
I gore grozd ubrah 
Bostan se naljuti, rece 
Zasto mi jedes orah 


Cerpic stavih u kazan 
Na jugovini ispekoh 
Pitase me sta radis 

Ja im probate rekoh 


Konac udih u tkalac 

Ne htjede da smota klupko 
Brzo dodjite porucih 

Da uzmete platno 


Jednim vrapcevim krilom 
Upregoh certdeset mazgi 
Ni dvaput tolko ne mogase 
Povuci tovar preteski 


Muha se sa orlom potukla 
I od to ga tresnula 

Nije laz to, istina je 
Prasinu sam vidio i ja 


S bogaljem sam se pohrvao 
I bez ruku pobijedi me 
Nisam mu mogao nista 

On meni snagu uze 


Sa Kavkaza baten kamen 
Poleti ka meni 

Kamen pade na moj put 
Ilice mi rani 
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Riba se na topolu popela 
Da bi kiseli katran pojela 
Gledajte Sta se prica 
Roda magare rodila 


Slijepom sam nesto sapnuo 
A gluhi je dobro cuo 
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Nijemi ljude pozva 
Sto ja rekoh on preprica 


Jednog sam vola zaklao 
I u korpu stavio 

Vo mi rece, covjece 
Gusku si mi preklao 


Ne znajuci razloge 
Spasenje nisam nasao 
Dodje trgovoic i rece 
Sto mi uze ogledalo 


Na rogatog naidjoh 
Slijepac mu je drugar 
Kad cu krenut za Kajseri 
Predvodnika upitah 


JUNUSE, ti pricao si do sad 
Ono sto nikad ne moze biti 
Pravi znadaj sakrio si 
Potkazivad se nece dosetiti 
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DUTCH 
1 
Watermolen waarol jammer je 20? 
omdat ik liefdesverdriet heb, klaug ik; 
ik ben verlied seworden op de Schepper, 
vandaar mijn klaaglijk gezang. 


Mijn naam is verdrietige molen, 

mijn water gaat sprankelend zin gang 

naar Gods gebod voor de mens van belang, 
vandaar mijn Klauglik gezang. 


Ze hebben me op een berg gevonden 
en mijn armen en Vleugels gebroken, 
hout voor een watermolen ben ik bang, 
vandaar mijn klaaglik gezang. 


Timmerlui hebben me geschaafd, 

veranderd ben ik, onherkenbaar; 

mijn treurnis komt van God naar wie ik verlang, 
vandaar mijn klaaglijk gezang. 


Van de aarde til ik mijn water omhoog, 
van hoog schenk ik het draaiend omlaag. 
Kik, wat ik moet ondergaan, 

vandaar mijn klaaglik gezang. 


Ik ben een boom uit het hoge bergwoud, 
zoet noch bitter is mijn hout, 

Gods smekeling ben ik allang, 

Vandaar mijn klaaglijk gezang. 


Derwisj Yunus vertell het jou broeder, 
zonden zijn het die hem doen huilen. 
Bij God! hij zit in Zijn liefdesgevang, 
vandaar mijn klaaglik gezang. 


2 

God heeft me een hart gegeven, 

dat zich gelijk verwondert; 

het ene moment van blijdschap mal, 
het volgende moment een tranendal. 


Het ene moment lijkt het een vogel, 
gestrand in hartje winter, 

het volgende moment, als het goed gaat, 
een prachtige tuin die in bloei staat. 
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Het ene moment is het met stomheid geslagen 
woorden schieten tekort voor uitleg, 

het volgende moment rollen de parels uit je mond, 
geneesmiddel voor hen die je lijdend vond. 


Het ene moment verheft het zich boven de hemelse troon, 
het volgende moment landt het op aarde, 

het ene moment lijkt het om een druppel te gaan, 

daarna stroomt het over als de golven van de oceaan. 


Het ene moment verzinkt het in onwetendheid 

en kent het alleen maar vergeetachtigheid, 

het volgende moment is het vervuld van 't bestaan, 
van wijsheden als die van Galen en Loqmaan. 


Het ene moment wordt het als een reus, 

die als een djin in een ruine woont, 

het volgende moment vliegt het samen met Belgies, 
als koning Salomo, sultan over mens en genius. 


Het ene moment wriven we ons voorhoofd 
op de grond in de moskeeén, 

het volgende moment lezen we het evangelie, 
als kluizenaar in de periferie. 


Het ene moment brengt het als Jezus, 

de doden opnieuw tot leven, 

het volgende moment krijgt trots ruim baan, 
zelelend op tronen met Farao en Hamaan. 


Het ene moment wendt het zich tot de engel Gabriel, 
zegen brengend aan iedere gemeenschap, 

het volgende moment dwaalt het hart 

en staat arme Yunus perplex en verstard. 


3 
Mijn God wat voor pin is dit die geen remedie heeft, 


wat voor wond is dit, bloedend, terwijl geen sterveling het ziet. 


Mijn vervreemd gemoed raakt door liefde niet vermoeid, 
steeds laat het zich door liefde bekoren, naar mij luister het niet. 


Dan weer wendt mijn hart zich tot mij en geeft mij goede raad: 
denk eraan een van liefde vervuld hart kent vermoeidheid niet! 


Een minnaar vervuld van zichzelf is geen minnaar; 
afstand doen van je leven is wel het minste voor je de geliefde ziet... 
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Op deze markt van de liefde worden levens verkocht, 
bereid mijn leven te verkopen, vind ik de goede koper niet. 


De minnaar is hij die onthecht van alle wereldse bezittingen 
de vrees voor het hiernamaals niet kent. 


In het binnenste van deze wereld en in de volgende 
bekleedt de minnaar een plaats, aan niemand bekend. 


Denkend dat de minnaar is gestorven, reciteren ze gebeden voor hem, 
doodgaan is echter voor de dieren, sterven is niet des minnaars end. 


Vriend als je die liefde voelt, betreed dan ook dat pad, 
hoeveel hoofden zijn daarop niet gevallen, niemand die ernaar vraag. 


Het speelveld van de liefde is hoger dan Gods troon, 
daar zwaaien ze met hun polostics, maar het is niet de bal die hen behaagt 


Yunus is verdwenen, ondergedompeld in de goddelijke eenheid; 
zin innerlijk keert daarvan niet terug, als het nu voor je daagt. 


4 

De betekenis van de goddelijke waarheid, 
hebben ze met hun uitleg niet achterhaald 
en de mystici weigeren deze innerlijke vrede 
als hypocrisie tot leven te brengen. 


De goddelijke waarheid is een oceaan 
en het dogma een schip, 

de meesten verlaten het schip niet 
om die oceaan in te duiken. 


Op de drempel van de waarheid 
heeft het dogma hen gestopt, 
onwetend van wat er allemaal is 
voor hem die binnen weet te komen. 


Zij die de vier openbaringen verklaren, 

zin in werkelijkheid zondaars tegen de waarhei 
omdat zij zich met exegese bezighouden 

maar de diepe betekenis missen. 


Yunus jouw naam is de waarheidsgetrouwe 
als je werkelijk deze weg bent opgegaan, 
want alleen zij die hun naam wizigen, 


zijn de betreders van dit pad. 


5 
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Liefde is onize voorganger, ons innerlijk de gemente. 
Het aangezicht van de Vriend is altijd het kompas voor onze gebeden. 


Toen het aangezicht van de Vriend zichtbaar werd, vluchtte afgoderij. 
Daarom bleef de religieuze wet buiten de deur, dat is de reden. 


Het innerlijk werpt zich neer in de gebedsnis van de Vriend, 
terwijl het smekend zijn voorhoofd over de grond wrijft. 


Wanneer het innerlijk smeekt wordt alle tijd vergeten, 
door hem die een moment met de Vriend alleen blijft. 


De leer zegt overschrijd de regels niet, kijk uit, 
maar die regels zijn er voor hen die ze al heeft verraden. 


De adem van de mystici is symbool van gelukzaligheid; 
innerlijke vrede waarmee we van onze beproevingen worden bevrijd. 


We hebben ja! gezegd vanaf het allereerste moment; 
het is nog maar een moment dat dit uur daarvan scheidt. 


Samengevat kwamen onze vijf gebeden uit op eén tijd, 
cén van vijf en vijf in één tijd: wie verricht zo'n devotie. 


Wij beschouwen niemands religie, als tegenstrijdig met die van ons. 
Wanneer de religie volledig is, ontstaat liefde, geen lege emotie! 


Hij die aan de deur van de Vriend in oprechtheid wacht, 
zal zonder twijfel de goddelijke staat bereiken. 


Daarom ligr Yunus voor die deur in hinderlaag, 
in alle euwigheid is die staat unick - dat zal duideijk blyken. 


6 

Geef her bericht door aan alle minnaars! 

Ik ben degenen die zich innerlik aan de liefde wijde; 
een zeeman van de liefde ben ik geworden, 

ik ben degene die de zeeen bekoorlijk verteidde. 


Aarde en hemel zijn vervuld van deze liefde, 
zonder liefde heeft niets reden van bestaan, 

Wie kan de waarde van liefde betalen? 

een rijke ertsader ben ik, voor hen die mij verstaan. 


Van de golven van de zee neem ik water 

en bied het omhoogreikend de hemel aan, 
overdrijvend als een wolk in aanbidding, 

dichtbij Gods troon verschijnend, sta ik vooraan. 
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Degene die bliksem wordi en inslaat, 
die in de hemel engelen weeft, 

die wolken hun plaats geeft, 

die regen wordt en regent, ben ik. 


Ik heb ze gezien de engelen in het zwerk, 

ieder van hen is bezig met zijn werk, 

de voortdurende gedachtenis aan de ware God; 
het Evangelie ben ik, de Qur'an ben ik. 


Degene die zegt gezien te hebben, ziet niet, 
hij die zegt te weten, weet niet, 

de enige die weet en dat laat zien, zegt: 
kriigsgevangene van de liefde, ben ik. 


Laat degene met veel ervaring schruven, 

laat de geleerde ons zijn kennis mededelen, 

maar van het eerste gesprek tussen de zielen en God 
zal iemand bericht geven aan velen, dat ben ik. 


Mijn verstand heb ik verloren, mijn naam is Yunus 

de liefde is mij tot gids geworden, 

op de weg naar Zijn tegenwoordigheid, in liefdesroes 
Kust iemand de grond en neemt alle horden, dat ben ik. 


7 

Als je eenmaal iemands hart hebt gebroken, 

is het geen gebed dat je verricht; 

alle tweenzeventig volkeren van de wereld, 

kunnen dan je handen en gezicht niet in onschuld wassen. 


Hoeveel mystici zijn er niet gekomen en gegaan, 

zij lieten de wereld achter zich en voort ging de reis 
hun geest verliet de wereld vliegend naar de Ene Ware; 
niet als ganzen maar als de vogels van het paradijs. 


De ware weg is de weg naar het ware, 

het ware oog is het oog dat de Ware ziet, 

de echte held is degene die nederig bljft, 

het oog dat op iemand neerkijkt is geen oog! 


Als je de rechte weg bent gegaan, 
je aan het kleed van de meester hebt vastgeklampt 
en ook nog goede werken hebt gedaan, 


zal je zegening duizendvoudig zijn, niet minder. 


Yunus confronteert je met deze woorden, 
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mengsel van melk en honing voor onze К@еп, 
zo verkoopt hij zijn waren in alle oorden; 
hij heeft geen zout in voorraad, alleen juwelen! 


8 

Hoe lang zal je het nog blijven voeden? 

dit lange uit zijn krachten gegroeide lichaam; 
je hebt je overgegeven aan dit leven 

en het volgende vergeten. 


Werk, zweet, verdien, eet en deel uit, 

maar geef je ziel in de hand van de meester, 
veel beter dan honderdmaal de bedevaart 
is één bezoek aan het hart. 


Hij die de mensen zijn leugens verkoopt, 
heeft geen wijsheid maar is werkelijk getikt, 
laat hij zichzelf moslim maken, 

als hij over enige wonderkracht beschikt. 


Er kunnen honderdduizend profeten komen, 
maar als zij niet van voorspraak zijn, 

wee о wee, als het ons ontbreekt, 

dan Gods genade bij zoveel pijn. 


Hij die zijn ego tot overgave brengt; 
zin weg leidt recht naar de waarheid, 
uiteindelijk zal het hem overkomen; 
dan krigt hij de voorspraak van Mohammed. 


Yunus zelfs bij jou moeten nu 

de schellen van de ogen vallen; 

zi) die in de goddelike werkelikheid leven, 
bliken de ware le zijn, bezoekt hen allen! 


9 

О minnaars, vrienden, luistert naar mij, 

zij is iets heel kostbaars, die liefde. 
Hoeveel je er ook van geeft of krüjgt, 

zij is onuitputtelijk en verheven, die liefde. 


Liefde is zowel lijden als verrukking. 
Met heel veel liefde heeft Mustafa 
Hamza in een nieuwe wereld gebracht. 
Zij is iets voortreffelijks, die liefde. 


Wanneer liefde een berg vervult, legt zij hem in as 
liefde vindt haar weg naar alle harten, 
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brengt sultans aan de bedelstaf, 
er zit veel wijsheid in die liefde. 


Geraakt door liefde's pijl 

voelt niemand meteen de pijn, 

maar kreunt en klaagt daarna luid, 

zij brengt de smart van de scheiding, die liefde. 


Liefde doet zeečn koken in alle staten, 
speelt met huizenhoge golven, 

brengt zelfs rotsen aan het praten; 

zi is vervuld van grote kracht, die liefde. 


Verstandige mensen brengt zij tot wanhoop, 
zeer geleerde heren brengt liefde ten val. 

Bi velen brengt liefde de lever aan de kook, 
wat een brandmerk geeft toch die liefde. 


Armzalige Yunus je bent hulpeloos; 

can wie kan jii je smart kwit? 

De liekozing van de Vriend is jouw troost, 
zij is iets heerlijks, die liefde. 


10 

Mijn leven je hebt me misleid 

ach, mijn leven, wal moet ik met je aan, 
op deze manier verlam je mij 

ach mijn leven, wat moet ik met je aan? 


Steeds was jy mun enige zorg; 

jüj was de ziel binnen mijn ziel, 

jij was zelfs min meester ik jouw sluauf; 
ach mijn leven, wat moet ik met je aan? 


Mijn innerlijk had zich voor jou gebogen, 
rozentuinen heb ik voor je aangelegd, 
soms huilde ik van eenzaamheid, 

ach mijn leven, wat moet ik met je aan? 


Er is een tijd van komen en een tijd van gaan, 
de illusie van deze wereld, allemaal leugens; 
tranen van berouw voor wie zijn leven verspilt, 
ach mijn leven, wat moet ik met je aan? 


Mijn goede en slechte werken zin geschreven, 
mijn levenseinde nadert en maakt me verdrietig, 
rimpelend verliest het gezicht zin trekken 

ach, mijn leven, wat moet ik met je aan? 
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Ik wilde dat je niet pakte wat je kon en vluchtte 

of als een nomade steeds op doorrels was, 

ik wilde dat ik die laatste beker niet hoefde drinken, 
ach mijn leven, wat moet ik met je aan? 


Op een dag zal ik het zonder jou moeten doen, 
dan zal ik voedsel voor wormen en vogels zin, 
lot ontbinding komend word ik aarde; 

ach mijn leven, wat moet ik met je aan? 


Armalige Yunus, je weet loch wel? 

of besteed je er geen aandacht aan? 

je sedenks de overledenen toch wet? 
ach min leven, wal moer ik met je aan? 


11 
Wie ooit de gunst ontvangt als derwisj te mogen leven, 
maakt van zijn hart een spiegel vij van wereldse nukken. 


Hi is een boom wiens adem druipt van muskus en amber, 
stad en land komen van zijn takken de vruchten plukken. 


Zij die lijden, vinden genezing in zijn bladeren; 
in zijn schaduw gebeuren zoveel goede dingen... 


De tranen uit de ogen van de minnaar vormen een meer; 
aan haar oever staat het riet bloeiend te zingen. 


Dichters zijn de nachtegalen in de hofuin van de Vriend; 
daarussen zit Yunus, de zingende patrijs. 


12 

Ik ben in een pruimenboom geklommen 
om er druiven te plukken, 

de eigenaar van de tuin foeterde: 
waarom eet je mijn walnoot? 


Ik stortte cement in de kookketel 

en kookte het met de Noorderwind, 

voor hen die vroegen wat het was 

heb ik gedipt en hen het lekkerste gegeven. 


Aan de wever heb ik de draad gegeven, 
waarvan hij geen kluwen wond, 
iedereen komt nu snel stof bestellen; 
komt dat zien, het is uitverkoop! 
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Op de vleugel van een mus 

heb ik veertig muilezels geladen, 

zelfs een span ossen kon het niet trekken, 
zo bleef de kookketel achter. 


Een vlieg heeft een arend opgetild, 

door elkaar geschud en tegen de grond gegooid, 
dit is geen leugen ik spreek slechts de waarheid, 
met mijn eigen ogen heb ik de stofwolk gezien. 


Ik worstelde met een kreupele, 

zonder handen greep hij mijn been, 

ik kon het gevecht nier winnen, 

for op de bodem brandde hij me van binnen uil. 


Van het gebergte Kaf dat de wereld omgord, 
kwam een steen die op mij was gericht, 

hij viel op de weg maar raakte mij bijna 

had het mijn gezicht binnenste buiten gekeerd! 


Een vis klom in een populier 

om bovenin gepekelde teer te eten, 

de ooievaar baarde een ezelsveulen. 

Je ogen puilen uit maar dit alles heeft betekenis! 


Wat ik tegen de blinde fluisterde, 
heeft de dove gehoord, 

de stomme die ik riep, 

haalde me de woorden uit de mond. 


Ik had een os in de houdgreep met al mijn kracht 
heb ik hem op de grond gelegd en hem geslacht, 
de eigenaar van de os kwam haastig en zei 

dat ik zijn gans had omgebracht. 


Hier ben ik ook nog niet vanaf 

en weet niet wat ik zou moeten doen, 
foen kwam er een venter langs die zei: 

je hebt het bloed uit mijn spiegel gehaald. 


Onderweg kwam ik een schildpad legen 
met een blinde slang als vriend, 

ik vroeg hen waarheen de reis ging, 

we hopen Kayseri te bereiken zeiden ze. 


Yunus heeft nu dingen gezesa, 


die op geen andere uitspraak liken, 
om het uit handen van hypocrieten te houden, 
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heef hij de betekenis vershier... 


13 

Er kwam een vreemde extase, 

nog bij mijn bestaande stemming, 

koos mijn innerlijk tot woonplaats, zittend op mijn ziel. 


Jij bent de sultan, ik ben de dienaar; 
jij bent de roos, ik ben de nachtegaal; 
jouw norm omvat de kosmos, 

wat is beter dan dienaar te zijn? 


Eerst breekt de lente aan, 

de bomen verschijnen in volle luister; 
kijk wat een lof zij zingen, 

de nachtegalen voor de rozen. 


Je ziet de geliefden in extase 

Lopend tussen de mensen, 

er zin er die hen niet zien, 

terwijl ze aan de kant van de weg zitten! 


Met deze woorden zeg ik niet, 

wat is Yunus spitsvondig, 

er zijn nog veel mooier woorden; 
er is altid een hand boven de hand. 


14 

Neerslachtige, waarom loop je hier huilend rond? 

als God je laat huilen laat Hij je ook wel weer lachen! 

Hoeveel neerslachtigen logeerden hier en zijn weer vertrokken; 
als God je laat huilen laat Hij je ook wel weer lachen! 


Dit verdriet is mijn metgezel, een echte vriend, 

het zijn mijn tranen en zuchten die tot aan de Troon gaan; 
Hij Die jou laat huilen is de Edelmoedige die je dient, 

als God je laat huilen, laat Hij je ook wel weer lachen! 


Blüf steeds de schoonheid van de Ware God wensen, 
blif God steeds met je hart gedenken; 

degene die Hij beproeft zijn Zijn geliefde mensen, 
als God je laat huilen laat Hij je ook wel weer lachen! 


Laat je eenzame hoofd niet in melancholie vergelen, 
laat je bloeddoorlopen tranen maar uit je ogen stromen, 
het werk van Zijn dienaar zal de Edelmoedige helen 

als God je laat huilen laat Hij je ook wel weer lachen! 
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Yunus, jij hebt in je leven al heel wat bekeken 

en wat een lange weg die je nog hebt ie gaan, 

bliff dag en nacht volhouden tot God te smeken; 

als God je laat huilen laat Hij je ook wel weer lachen! 


15 

Laten we het niet bij woorden laten; 

Kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart 

laten we niet sterven na alleen te hebben verlangd; 
Kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Kom laten we gaan voor het leven ophoudt 

en we onze gelaatstrekken hebben verloren, 
voordat er vijandige gedachten tussen ons staan; 
Kom mijn hart laten we naar de Vriend gaan. 


Kom laten we gaan, blijf niet op een afstand, 

laten we ons op het bezoek aan de Vriend voorbereiden, 
onze halteplaats is de Sjeich zijn hand; 

Kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Laten we dit land en deze stad verlaten. 

Laten we voor de Vriend tranen vergieten. 
laten we vertrouwelijk worden en nooit haten; 
Kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Laten we niet op deze wereld blijven, 

die is eindig laat zij je niet misleiden, 

laten we nu we een zijn niet scheiden; 

kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Laten we van deze wereld emigreren, 
vliegend naar het gebied van de Vriend, 

om onze lage neigingen uit te rangeren; 
Kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Wees jij mijn gids als ik op weg ga, 

laat we ons aan elkaar geven bij de Vriend. 
Kijk niet te ver vooruit en kijk me niet na, 
Kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Dit leven is zeker niet permanent; 

open dus je ogen en ontwaak, 

wordt mijn reisgezel en helper; 

kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Laten we voordat het bericht van de dood arriveert, 
voordat de verstreken tijd ons in de kraag pakt, 
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voordat Azrail zin genadeslag geeft, 
naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


Laten we de werkelijk ingewijde bezoeken, 
laten we van hem over God vernemen, 

laten we ook voor Yunus Emre boeken, 

Kom laten we naar de Vriend gaan mijn hart. 


16 

Vaderlandsliefde leidt mij naar mijn oorsprong; 

laat mij op wes saan terwijl ik mijn Vriend aanroep, 

wie daar heen gaat blift daar meteen, 

laat ook mij daar blijven terwijl ik mijn Vriend aanroep. 


Wanneer de engel des doods je komt halen, 
helpt er geen vader of moeder meer; 

laat mij mijn houten paard bestijgen 

en wegrijden terwijl ik mijn Vriend aanroep. 


Laat mij maar mijmeren in afzondering, 

laat mij eeuwig bloeien als de roos, 

laat mij een nachtegaal zijn in de hoftuin van de Vriend; 
mijn lied zingend terwijl ik mijn Vriend aanroep. 


Laat ze maar een paar meter stof afknippen 

om als doodskleed over mijn rug te leggen, 

laat mij de kleding van deze wereld inruilen 

voor mijn nieuwe kleed terwijl ik mijn Vriend aanroep. 


Laat me, waanzinnig van liefde als Madjnoen 

de verheven bergen beklimmen waar hij verbleef, 
laat mij een kaars worden en wegsmelten 

en opbranden terwijl ik mijn Vriend aanroep. 


Laat de dagen voorbij gaan en de jaren om, 

laat de aarde in het graf op mij vallen als van de ploeg, 
Laat mijn lichaam oplossen in de aarde, 

dan zal ik als stof opwaaien terwil ik mijn Vriend aanroep. 


Yunus Emre, ga deze weg tot her eind, 

de godsontkenners zullen jouw weg niet betreden, 
Laat mij de wilde eend van de liefde worden, 

duikend in de ree van de Vriend tervil ik Hem danroep. 


17 

Op dit pad ervaar je de zin van het leven 

en zeker geen kwelling van de geest, 

harten die de betekenis van het leven voelen, 
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nee, die sterven niet. 


Het lichaam is vergankelijk de ziel onsterfelijk, 
de gestorvenen keren nooit meer terug, 

dat wat gestorven is, is het lichaam, 

zielen, nee die sterven niet. 


Harten die het juweel van de liefde niet bevatten, 
al vertel je ze dat honderdduizend maal; 
wanneer Allahs genade er niet in meespeelt, 

nee, dan is het hun voorziening niet. 


Wees voorzichtig en breek nooit het hart van de geliefde, 
het is gemaakt van heel teer glas, 

wanneer je het eenmaal hebt gebroken, 

nee, opnieuw helen doet het dan niet. 


Als je je kruik bij de bron zet, 

maar niet onder de waterstraal, 

al sta je er duizend jaar bij te wachten; 
nee, vullen doet hij zichzelf niet. 


Die Chidr en die Ilyaas 

dronken van het levenswater, 

binnen een paar dagen vond het plaats, 
nee, die sterven niet. 


God heeft de wereld geschapen, 
vanwege de liefde voor Mohammed; 
de komende en gaande mens 

nee, die bluft op deze wereld nier. 


Yunus nu je ogen nog zien, 

moet je je meteen gaan voorbereiden; 
het moment zal je plotseling overvallen 
nee, herhalen doet het zich niet. 


18 

De grootste welsprekendheid, 
is het stilzwijgen te bewaren, 
loslippigheid is de oorzaak, 
van de roest op de harten. 


Wanneer je het zou willen wegschuren; 
alle roest van de harten, 

moet je zeker deze woorden uitspreken, 
die alle woorden hierover samenvatten. 
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Zeg de waarheid zegt de Schepper, 
het is eerlijk dat te beamen, 

wie vandaag liegt, 

zal zich morgen schamen. 


Hij die alle schepselen 

niet als gelijkwaardig ziet, 
zondigt tegen de waarheid, 
ook al is hij 'zine geleerdheid’ 


Laat ik je het verschil uitleggen 

tussen religieuze wet en werkelijkheid; 
de religieuze wetten zijn een schip, 

de oceaan is zijn realiteit. 


Hoe perfekt en ondoordringbaar 

de planken van dat schip ook zijn; 

wanneer huizenhoge golven vrij spel krijgen, 
horen we ze kraken tot het splijt. 


Luister mijn geliefde oor: 

voorbij die waarheid is nog iets, 

de ontkenner van de werkelijkheid, 
is de heilige van de letterlijkheid. 


Wij verlangen naar kennis en wijsheid, 
wij lezen het boek van de liefde, 

God is onze hoogleraar 

en liefde onze universiteit. 


Vanaf de dag dat Gods vrienden 

met hun ogen vol vreugde en licht 
Yunus hebben gesticht, 

is die poort voor niemand meer dicht. 


19 

Wij nemen afscheid van deze wereld en geven 
onze vredesgroeten aan hen die achterbleven, 
aan hen die voor het goede beden, 

zenden wi onze groet van vrede. 


Leeftijd heeft ons de rug gekrond, 

onze tong is na al dat spreken verstond, 
hen die tijdens het ziekbed ons niet meden, 
zenden wij onze groet van vrede. 


Wanneer mijn lichaam wordt opgebaard 
om mij behoedzaam te gaan wassen, 


188 


hen die mij in mijn kraagloze hemd gaan kleden, 
zenden wij onze groet van vrede. 


Roep het doodsbericht om, het doel is bereikt; 
we zijn op weg naar onze Vriend, 

aan hen die voor mij staan in hun bede, 
zenden wij onze groet van vrede. 


Wie op deze wereld aankomen zullen ook weer vertrekken; 
na dat afscheid komt niemand terug, 

hen die vragen of we veel hebben geleden, 

zenden wij onze groet van vrede. 


Arme Yunus spreekt door zijn tranen heen, 
zin ogen lopen vol van smart; 

Ons le leren kennen lag niet in de rede, 

aan hen die ons kennen: onze groet van vrede! 


20 

Allen die op deze waanwereld zijn gekomen en gegaan, 
spreken nooit een woord noch zenden zij bericht, 

een bed van gras en onkruid is over hen heen ontstaan; 
maar ze spreken nooit een woord, noch zenden ze bericht. 


Bij sommigen groeien bomen aan hun hoofdeind, 

bij anderen wuift het gras met gele bloemen verlicht, 

de een een onschuldig kind, de ander in de kracht van zijn leven; 
maar ze spreken nooit een woord, noch zenden ze bericht. 


Vermengd met de aarde zijn de zachte lichamen nu al verleden, 
de zoetgevooisde tongen liggen nu stil in hun gezicht. 

Kom, vergeet niet hen te noemen in jouw gebeden! 

maar ze spreken nooit een woord, noch zenden ze bericht. 


Sommigen op hun vierde, vijfde levensjaar, nauwelijks geleefd, 
anderen hebben geen kroon meer op hun hoofd, 

soms zes, anders zeven jaar oud als hij zin leven geeft, 

maar ze spreken nooit een woord, noch zenden ze bericht. 


De een inhalig zakenman, de ander een geleerde, 

het was niet makkelijk voor hen de laatste beker te drinken, 
al waren ze nou witbebaard of geestelijk leider met het licht; 
ze spreken nooit een woord, noch zenden ze bericht. 


unus is gewoon ie zeggen: de mens wikt God beschikt, 

zelfs het haar van hun wimpers en wenkbrauwen is uitgevallen, 
bij hun hood is een simpele steen opgericht; 

maar ze spreken nooit een woord, noch zenden ze bericht. 


189 


21 

Kennis [егеп kennen is kennis, 
kennis is jezelf te kennen, 

wanneer je jezelf niet leert kennen; 
waartoe dient dan al die studie? 


Wat is het doel van al dat lezen? 

dat iemand de Werkelijke leert kennen, 

want als je leert zonder Hem te leren kennen, 
zal al je studie vruchteloos wezen. 


Zeg niet ik heb geleerd, ik weet, 

zeg niet ik heb veel gebeden, 

zolang je de mens niet met God verbindt, 
isalje streven zonder reden. 


De betekenis van de vier geopenbaarde boeken 
wordt duidelijk in de eerste letter van het alfabet; 
wanneer je die Alif niet kent, 

wat is dat dan voor lege wet? 


Als je negenentwintig letters spelt, 
van kaft tot kaft geteld, 

dan zeg je nog: O grote letterdief, 
wat betekent die Alif? 


Yunus Emre zegi: O schrifigeleerde, 

ga duizend maal naar Mekka om een pelgrim te lijken, 
maar beter dan dat alles 

is het een hart te bereiken! 


22 

lemand die zich derwisj noemt, 

hoeft zich op deze weg niet te schamen. 
Het innerlijk van hen die derwisj zijn, 
is ruim en hoeft je niet te benauwen. 


Een derwisj is niet bij de wereld betrokken; 
tegenover degene die hem uitscheldt is hij doofstom, 
tegenover degene die hem slaat heeft hij geen hand, 
hij hoeft zich niet altijd aan te passen. 


Je hoeft niet als iedereen te zijn, 

verdrijf de verwarring uit je ziel, 

derwisj kan slechts één op de honderdduizend zijn; 
niemand hoeft tussen jou en God te komen! 
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Als je een echte derwisj bent, 

is de hele kosmos aan jou bekend, 

verander je ijdelheid in morele kwaliteit, 
niemand hoeft tussen jou en God te komen. 


Voor hen die derwisj zijn, 

is armoede hun kapitaal, 

buiten die soberheid, 

behoeven zij geen pracht en praal. 


Als je het werk ter hand hebt genomen 
en innerlijk tot de meester bent gekomen 
en dat uit vrije wil hebt gedaan 

moet je die gids later niet weerstaan. 


Yunus als jij de ware gids hebt ontmoet, 

overdrijf dan niet legenover anderen, 

zorg dat niemand er iets over zeggen kan; 

net is nietan een derwisi de waarheid te veranderen. 


23 

God doordringt her heelal, 

toch kent niemand Zijn waarheid. 
Je vindt Hem in jezelf meestal. 
Hij is bij je en niet op afstand. 


Als je op de wereld vertrouwt, 

zeg je, dit is mijn voorziening. 

Loochen niet wat zich voor je ogen ontvouwt, 
dan is het onmogelijk nog 'ik' te zeggen. 


Het hiernamaals lijkt iets uit een boek, 
oprechtheid is ons kenmerk in dit leven, 

van Hem gescheiden zijn is als een vloek, 
niemand komt terug van de laatste bestemming. 


Wij zijn hier niet blijvend, wij zijn transit; 
een voor een drinken we onze laatste beker, 
de meesten van ons beseffen dit niet, 
daarna lopen we over onze laatste brug. 


Kom laten we elkaar leren kennen, 

laten we het onszelf makkelijk maken, 

laten we liefhebben en onszelf geliefd maken, 
de aarde is tenslotte niemands erfenis. 


De woorden van Yunus zijn begriijpelijk, 
je begript de betekenis met je innerlijk oor, 
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besteed je tiid za goed mogelijk, 
niemand heeft het eeuwig leven hoor! 


24 

Indien de Vriend niet naar ons toekomt, 

laten wij dan naar Hem toe gaan, 

martelende pijn kan ik doorstaan, 

als dat nodig is om de Vriend te aanschouwen. 


Slechts een handvol aarde was mijn handelskapitaal 
en zelfs dat heeft de liefde mij ontnomen, 

geen winkel of voorraad heb ik over, 

wat voor zin heeft het om naar de markt te komen. 


De Vriend heeft Zijn winkel opengedaan, 
stralend vervult Hij die met Zijn aanwezigheid. 
Mij vervult hartzeer, zo talrijk zijn mijn zonden. 
daarom smeek ik mijn Vriend in nederigheid. 


Mijn innerlijk vertelt: het is mijn Vriend; 
mijn oog straalt: het is mijn Vriend; 

mijn hart zegt mijn 00g geduld te hebben, 
elk moment smachtend naar een teken. 


Wanneer iemand Zijn schoonheid heeft aanschoud, 
is het waard hem al onze aandacht te geven, 

als iemand de zegening van die visie ontving, 

hoe zou ik dan niet naar zijn gunst streven. 


Zijn meester Tapduk zegt tegen Yunus: 
moge deze liefde God bereiken. 

Die is verheven boven alles; 

hoe zou ik Die kunnen bestriken! 


25 

Joun liefde heeft de ik' uit mij gehaald; 
Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 

Dag en nacht verteert dit vuur me; 
Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


Het bestaan verblijdt me niet, 
noch verdriet mij vergankelijkheid, 
Jouw liefde heeft mij verbijsterd; 
Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


Liefde voor Jou doodt de verliefden, 


zij laat hen in de ocean der liefde duiken, 
zij vervult hen van Jouw aanwezigheid; 
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Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


Wanneer ik de drank van Jouw liefde drink, 
krankzinnig wordt en in de bergen rondzwerf, 
ben Jij dag en nacht mijn enige gedachte; 

Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


De minnaars hebben liefdevol gezelschap nodig, 
moslimbroeders hebben het hiernamaals nodig, 
de Romeo's hebben Julia nodig, 

Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


Indien ze mij zouden doden, 

mijn as in de lucht zouden verspreiden, 
zal mijn aarde daar roepen: 

Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


Paradijs, paradijs zeggen ze, 

een paar prieeltjes, wat zwartogige vrouwen, 
wat de gek ervoor geeft, 

Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


Yunus blift nog steeds mijn naam, 

elke dag neemt mijn innerlijk vuur toe, 
in beide werelden heb ik een bedoeling: 
Jou heb ik nodig, Jou! 


26 
Van jou houd ik, vanuit het binnenste van mijn ziel, 


mijn weg is er in het binnenste van dit geestelijk pad. 


Sjaria, Tariga; de weg voor wie hem betreedt; 
Hagiga, Marifa, in het binnenste ervan en dieper! 


Het werk van wie de godsdienst verlaat is ongeloof, 
wat een ongeloof is het in het binnenste van geloof en dieper. 


Je zegt dat ik in mij ben, maar ik ben niet in mij; 
ег is een ik in mij, dieper dan ikzelf. 


Salomo sprak de taal der vogels zeiden ze, 
ег is een Salomo dieper dan Salomo. 


Waar ik ook kijk, je bent geheel vervuld, 
laat ik je in het binnenste van mijn bloed of dieper plaatsen. 


Sommigen hebben de goddelijke manifestatie ervaren, 
anderen richten zich innerlijk nog dieper. 
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Jouw liefde heeft mij van mij weggenomen, 
wat een zoete ellende dieper dan de remedie. 


Alle religieuze voorschriften en regels ben ik vergeten, 
wat een leerschool is het, dieper dan religie! 


Arme Yunus heeft het oog alleen nog op jou gericht, 
diendar aan jouw poort, in het binnenste van de sultan. 


27 

Zou het op deze plaats mogelijk zijn 

om zo vervreemd tot jezelf te komen? 
met bloedend hart en met vochtige ogen, 
zo vervreemd tot jezelf te komen? 


Anatolie en Syrie heb ik bereisd, 

het hele gebied van Azerbaydjan en Kaukasus, 
mijn vurige wens werd niet vervuld, 

от 20, vervreemd tot jezelf te komen. 


Laten Allahs dienaren niet vervreemden, 

laat het vuur van de scheiding ons niet verteren, 
mijn leraar! Laat iedereen weggaan, 

от 20, vervreemd tot jezelf te komen. 


Min tong vertelt mijn oog weent, 

mijn binnenste brandt voor hen die zijn vervreema, 
alsof ik als een ster aan de hemel sta 

от 20, vervreemd tot jezelf te komen. 


Hoelang zal ik nog branden met deze smart? 
Op een dag zal ik sterven als mijn leven eindigt 
alsof, pas wanneer ik in mijn graf zal liggen 

от 20, vervreemd tot jezelf te komen. 


Er is een vreemdeling gestorven zeggen ze, 
na drie dagen horen ze ervan, 

en wassen hem met koud water 

от 20, vervreemd tot jezelf te komen. 


O Emres Yunus, jij miserabele, 

Voor jouw smart is er geen oplossing, 
al trek je van stad tof stad 

om 20, vervreend tot jezelf te komen. 


28 
Verlangen nam mij in beslag, 
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kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan, 
met mijn verstand heb ik de strüjd aangebonden; 
kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan. 


Brandend van verlangen loop ik, 

liefde heeft mij tot bloedens toe haar kleur gegeven, 
ik ben niet bij mijn verstand, noch waanzinnig; 
kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan. 


Als "Madjnoen" loop ik rond 

en zie mijn geliefde in mijn dromen, 

als ik ontwaak ervaar ik droefenis; 

kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan. 


Soms waai ik als de winden, 

soms jaag ik stof op als de wegen, 

soms stroom ik als de watervloed; 

kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan. 


Stromend als water verdrink ik, 

mijn pijnlijk innerlijk raakt steeds meer verwond, 
terwijl ik mijn meester gedenk, ween ik; 

kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan. 


Pak müjn hand en richt mij op, 

of breng onze ontmoeting tot stand. 

Je hebt me veel laten huilen, laat me nu lachen; 
kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan. 


Arme Yunus, je bent een hopeloos geval, 
van top tot teen gewond, 

in het land van mijn geliefde loop ik rond; 
kom en kijk wat liefde met mij heeft gedaan! 


29 

Stel je voor dat ik al zoekend jouw spoor zou vinden, 
dat ik het stof van jouw spoor over mijn gezicht wrijf, 
dat God mij de kans zou geven jouw gezicht te zien. 
O Mohammed! ik verlang zielsveel naar jou! 


Stel je voor dat er een gezegende reis zou beginnen 

en dat ik op weg naar de Ka'ba mijn voet in het zand voel, 

dat ik je geliefde aangezicht een keer in mijn droom mag zien, 
O Mohammed! Ik verlang zielsveel naar jou! 


Geen greintje bedrog is in mijn hart achtergebleven, 


met waarheidslievendheid ben ik op Gods weg gaan leven, 
net als Aboe Bakr, Omar en Osman, 
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O Mohammed! ik verlang zielsveel naar jou! 


Ook bij Ali, Hasan en Hoesain 

is liefde in het hart, liefde in de ziel, 

morgen tijdens de Opstanding aan het verheven hof; 
O Mohammed! ik verlang zielsveel naar jou! 


De berg van Genade op Arafat is onze berg, 
daar worden onze smeekbeden verhoord, 

in Medina ligt onze profeet begraven; 

O Mohammed! ik verlang zielsveel naar jou! 


Yunus heeft je geprezen met woorden, 

mer tongen en talen, maar ook in de harten, 
smekend en wenend in vreemde oorden: 

O Mohammed! ik verlang zielsveel naar jou! 


30 

Kan je een levensles gebruiken? 

Kom dan eens naar de doden, 

zelfs al was je versteend dan smelt je, 
wanneer je jezelf voorstelt onder de zoden. 


Kijk! Dit waren de rijken. 

Daar moesten we om rouwen; 
uiteindelijk moest mode wijken, 

voor een simpel hemd zonder mouwen. 


'Mijn eigendom' zeiden ze vaak, 
trokken. hun neus op voor paleizen, 
nu zijn 71) voorlopig onder dak, 

met stenen die naar de hemel wijzen. 


Waar zijn die lieve mensen zonder zorgen? 
met hun zonverbrande gezichten. 

Ze houden zich blijkbaar verborgen, 

taal noch teken kunnen ze ons berichten. 


Eens waren het beschaafde heren, 

door personeel bediend en beschermd, 
probeer nu maar eens te onderscheiden; 
Wie heer is en wie knecht? 


Geen deur is er om naar binnen te gaan, 
geen voorziening om van ie eten, 

geen licht is er binnen aangedaan, 

hun daglicht is gisteren versleten. 
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31 

Hoor toe mijn innig geliefden; 

de liefde lijkt op een zon, 

een hart dat geen plaats geeft aan liefde, 
is eigenlijk een steen gelijk. 


Wat groeit er uit een hart van steen? 

Al lijken de woorden ook zacht en fin, 
de tong spuwt doorgaans slechts venijn, 
spoedig is het een oorlog gelijk. 


Wanneer er liefde is, brandt het hart, 
zacht wegsmeltend als een kaars, 
maar stenen harten zijn verduisterd, 
donker en guur, hartje winter gelijk. 


Aan de deur van de sultan, 

op de grond van die eerwaarde, 

die ster van alle geliefden 

is elk moment een boodschapper gelijk. 


Vergeet je vrees, O Yunus; 
vergeet meteen ook al het andere, 


voor alles heeft een godsman liefde nodig, 


daarin is hij een derwisi gelijk. 


32 

Met de bergen, met de stenen, 

zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O Heer! 
Met de vogels in de vroege dageraad, 
zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O. Heer! 


Met de vissen in het diepst van de zee, 
met de gazellen in woestijnen, vrij, 
met de roep van de mystici, "О Hij!" 
zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O Heer! 


Met Jezus levend hemelhoog, 

met Mozes die naar Sinai toog, 
met de staf, in zijn hand, 

zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O Heer! 


Met Job in zijn grenzeloos lijden, 
met Jakob in zijn verdrietigste tijden, 
met Allahs geliefde Mohammed, 

zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O Heer! 


Allah lovend en prijzend, 
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vanwege Zijn eigenschappen zo uniek, 
met godsgedachtenis keer op keer, 
zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O Heer! 


Wat de wereld te bieden heeft, weet ik, 
geklets en geroddel vergeet ik, 
blootshoofds en barrevoets, 

zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O Heer! 


Yunus zingt in verschillende talen, 
met tortelduiven en nachtegalen, 

met de dienaren die U liefhebben, 
zal ik U aanroepen, Heer, O Heer! 


33 

Ik heb hier geen vaste verblüfplaats, 

ik ben gekomen om weer te vertrekken, 
ik ben een venter met rijke voorraad, 

ik verkoop aan een ieder die wil kopen. 


Ik ben niet gekomen met ambities; 
liefde is het doel van mijn komst. 

De harten zijn de huizen van de Vriend, 
ik ben gekomen om de harten te helen. 


Mijn dwaasheid is adoratie van de Vriend, 
De minnaars weten waarover ik spreek, 
Mijn dualisme wil ik veranderen, 

Ik ben gekomen om eenheid te bereiken. 


Hij is de sultan, ik ben de dienaar, 
nachtegaal ben ik in de tuin van de Vriend. 
In die tuin van mijn meester, 

ben ik gekomen om van blijdschap te zingen. 


Hier maken de zielen geen kennis met elkaar, 
daar zullen ze elkaar nooit leren kennen. 

Met de Vriend wil ik kennis maken, 

ik ben gekomen met mijn smeekbede. 


Yunus zegt: overmand door liefde ben ik, 

aan dat liefdesverdriet ga ik ten onder. 

Aan de poort van een echt geestelik leidsman, 
kom ik mijn leven sliijen. 


34 
Mijn ogen zijn er om Jou te zien, 
mijn handen om Jou aan te raken; 
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Vandaag is mijn ziel de reis begonnen, 
om morgen Jou te kunnen vinden. 


Vandaag begint mijn ziel de lange reis, 
bepaal er morgen maar de waarde van; 
bied mij geen vlucht naar het paradijs, 
het is niet mijn wens daarheen te vliegen. 


Voor mij is het niet nodig zo'n hemelse vlucht, 
nimmer heeft mijn hart daarom gevraagd, 

dat aanhoudend gejammer van mij, 

was niet voor een tuin in de hemel. 


Al die hemelse verlokkingen van de tuin, 
opdat de gelovigen dat tijdstip verbeiden, 
een handvol donkerogige schoonheden 
kunnen mij echt niet tot vliegen verleiden. 


Al zouden die genietingen van de huid, 
Iweevoudig het schoonste van het schone zijn, 
zelfs daar gaat mijn verlangen niet naar uit, 
vastbesloten als ik ben naar Jou te vluchten. 


Geef de soeft's het echte werk: 

Jou heb ik nodig, Jou alleen! 

God verhoede dat ik Jou verlaat, 

Voor een tuinhuis met een muur eromheen! 


Yunus verlangt hevig naar Jou; 

beantwoord in goedheid zijn verlangen, 

de hemel kent geen onrechtvaardigheid, 

foon genade, voor wie op die ontmoeting hopen. 


35 

De liefdesdrank van de Ware, 

hebben we gedronken, alhamdulillah! 
Die zee van macht en majesteit, 

zijn we overgestoken, alhamdulillah! 


Die bergpassen hier tegenover, 
met dat jonge eikenlover, 

zijn we gezond en veilig 
overgetrokken, alhamdulillah! 


Onze ogen waren droog maar we leerden huilen, 
we hebben vleugels laten groeien als jonge uilen, 
we zijn gelijken van elkaar geworden, 

en we zijn gaan vliegen, alhamdulillah! 
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In de streken die we bezochten, 

hebben we aan harten die openstonden, 
de betekenis van het helen van wonden 
overgedragen, alhamdulillah! 


Kom hier, laten we vrede sluiten, 

laten we herinneringen uitwisselen, 

ons paard staat gezadeld, 

segaloppeerd hebben we, alhamdulillah! 


We hebben ons verzameld om bron te worden. 

We hebben ons opnieuw vergaard om rivier te worden; 
golvend en stromend hebben we een zee gevuld, 
overstroomd zijn we, alhamdulillah! 


Als Liffeigene die bij Tapduk hoort, 

zijn we dienaar geworden aan zijn poorl, 
armzalige Yunus, je was groen, 

nu zin we gerijpt, alhamdulillan! 


36 
Het vuur van de liefde 
verzengt de ingewanden. 


De brand woedt voort 

in alle eenzaamheid, 
verdraag ik deze liefdespijn, 
smachtend zet ik door. 


Mijn liefde is voor mijn sultan, 

onze scheiding verplettert mijn ziel, 

de Vriend hing mij een liefdesketen om 
en houdt mij in Zijn greep. 


De waarheidsgetrouwen houden zich aan hun woord 
en zien een ieder als elkaars gelijken; 


Mijn ogen zijn gekomen, 
om het gezicht van de Vriend te zien 
en te blijven kijken en kijken. 


De nachtegaal weent en treurt, 

deze ziel brandde van verlangen; 

mijn kleine hart, o ziel, 

is plotseling omhoog gesprongen 

en even plotseling niet meer le vangen. 
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Yunus de minnaar zegt deze woorden, 
terwijl de nachtegalen klagen, 
van de rozen in de tuin van de Vriend, 
zweven geuren aan bij vlagen. 


37 

Ik vroeg de gele bloem: 

waarom is je huidskleur geel? 
Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

mijn zucht doet bergen smelten. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Ga jij dood net als ik? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

is er hier plaats voor onsterfelijkheid? 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

In de winter ben je nergens. 
Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 
in de winter zijn we aarde. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Kennen jullie ook een hel? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

dat is de plaats voor de ontkenners. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Doe je aan vliegen? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

dat is voorbehouden aan de mens. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Wat is de roos van jou? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

de roos is Mohammeds transpiratie. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Heb je gehoord van Adam? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

Adam (echt mens) is er ećn op duizend. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Ken je de veertig heiligen? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisi! 

die veertig zijn Gods vertrouwelingen. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 
Waar haal je je kleur vandaan? 
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Legt de bloem: о derwisi! 
van het licht van de dag en de maan. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 
Waarom is je hoofd gebogen? 
Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 
mijn hart is recht naar God. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Heb je ook een vaderland? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

door verwondering word ik overmand. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Heb je de Ka'ba ooit aanschouwd? 

Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

dat is Gods huis voor de mensen gebouwd. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Wat denk je, zal ik je tuin ingaan? 
Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

ruik aan me en blijf daar staan. 


Weer vroeg ik de bloem: 

Heb je de brug naar het paradijs gezien? 
Zegt de bloem: o derwisj! 

daar moeten we allemaal over, misschien. 


Weer vroeg ik aan de bloem: 
Waarom zijn je ogen vochtig? 
Legt de bloem: o derwisj! 
vanwege mijn bloedend hart. 


Weer vroeg ik aan de bloem: 

Heb je Yunus leren kennen? 

Legi de bloem: o derwisi! 

Yunus is de vriend van die veerlig. 


38 

Alle rivieren van het paradijs, 

stromen voort met de roep Allah, Allah! 
Elke nachtegaal in overgave 

zingt en zingt, Allah, Allah! 


Ze zwaaien, de takken van de Toebaboom, 
in hun eigen taal reciteren ze Qur'an, 
hemelse rozen openen net hun bokalen, 
slechts geurend, Allah, Allah! 
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De een eet, de ander drinkt, 

de glans van engelengenade blinkt, 

de profeet Idries snijdt een hemels kleed, 
terwijl hij herhaalt, Allah, Allah! 


De stammen zijn van puur licht, 

van zilver is het bladerdak. 

Nieuwe twijgen komen in zicht, 
ontspruitend met de roep, Allah, Allah! 


Lichtender dan de maan zijn de gezichten, 
van muskus en amber zijn de gesprekken, 
van de schonen die in het paradijs, 
voortschreidend fluisteren, Allah, Allah! 


Degene die God van harte bemint, 

laat warme tranen stromen;, 

binnen - en buitenkant, al licht wat je vindt, 
alleen nog maar zeggend, Allah, Allah! 


De hemeldeuren zijn opgengedaan, 

alles is van genade vervuld, 

acht deuren van het paradijs zien we 
uitnodigend open zwaaien, Allah, Allah! 


Riedwaan opende de hemelpoort; 

hij die gekleed voor dit hemelse oord, 
drinkt van de Kawsar overvloed, 
raakt volledig verzadigd, Allah, Allah! 


Yunus, armalige ga naar de Vriend, 

stel heden niet tot morgen uit, 

de schoonheid van de Ware te mogen zien, 
bij Hem te verschijnen, Allah, Allah! 


39 

Laat me slapen voor de drempel van mijn meester; 

als ik niet terugkeer van mijn meester, keer ik tot hem terug. 
Hoe zou ik morgen voor de Allerhoogste kunnen verschijnen? 
Als ik niet terugkeer van mijn meester, keer ik tot hem terug! 


Mijn meester is een groot aantal verheven mensen; 
hij is het hoofd van de drie, de zeven en de veertig, 
hij is de verborgen reisgezel van de twaalf imams, 


als ik niet terugkeer van mijn meester, keer ik tot hem terug! 


Toen derwisj Yunus op deze wereld kwam 
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en na lang zoeken het medicijn voor zijn hart tot zich nam; 
laat mii de meester mogen dienen totdat ik sterf, 
als ik niet terugkeer van mijn meester, keer ik tot hem terug! 


40 
Hoevelen op deze wereld falen er niet zich van hun zonden te bevrijden? 


Hunkerend naar meer laten ze hun zinloze levens voorbijgaan... 


Hoeveel mensen zijn er niet blind van onachtzaamheid? 
Vraag ze iets voor Gods zaak en ze geven met tegenzin een snee brood! 


Niemand kan er genoeg van krijgen naar een jonge bruid te kijken; 
deze wereld is een jonge bruid gekleed in groen en rood. 


Hoeveel moedige leeuwen worden niet overmeesterd door de dood? 
Maar de klauwen van de dood aarzelen bij een behoeftige. 


O arme Yunus, neem jij de rechte weg, zonder kleed, zonder bezit; 
honderd gewapende mannen zijn niet in staat een naakte man te beroven. 
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ЕВЕМСН 
AMOUR 
Je ne suis plus sage m fou, voila où ma réduit l'amour. 


ж 

N'estimons pas trop се monde; détrompons-nous. il est mortel 
Etant UN, ne nous séparons pas, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Aimé. 
ж 

П souléve la tempéte en la montagne, fraie des voies dans les coeurs 
Il rend esclaves les sultans, l'amour est objet fort courageux. 

ж 


Un coeur ргіуё d'amour, а la pierre est pareil. 


VOILA OU MA REDUIT LAMOUR 
Souffrant je ne fais qu'errer, et l'amour m'a ensanglanté 
Je ne suis plus sage ni fou, voila ой m'a réduit l'amour. 


Je souffle tantòt comme les vents, tantòt je poudroie comme les chemins 
Tantòt je coule comme les torrents, voila ой m'a réduit l'amour. 


Donne-moi une main secourable, du moins laisse-moi te rejoindre 
Fais-moi rire, j'ai trop souffert, voila ou m'a réduit l'amuur. 


Je parcours villes et villages, cherche l'Aimé en mille langages 
En terre lointaine, inconnu de tous, voilà où m'a réduit l'amour. 


Je ne fais qu'errer comme Mecnun; je vois l'Ami dans mon réve 
Eveille , je deviens tout triste, voilà où m'a réduit l'amour. 


Pauvre Yunus, infortuné, blessé de la téte aux pieds , 
Tombé loin de la terre de l'Aimé, voilà où m'a réduit l'Amour. 


OFFRIR LE MIEL À AUTRUI ET BOIRE LE POISON 
M'entendrais-tu si je te parlais de la contrée de l'amour? 


Compagnon, me suivrais-tu sur un tel chemin toujours? 


Cette contrée posséde des vignes, donnant des jus à poison 
Si forts qu'ils briseraient coupes, pourrais-tu en déguster donc? 


C'est en se nourrissant de souffrances qu'on arrive à gagner ce pays 
Pourrais-tu boire ce poison-là, offrant le miel à autrui? 


Notion du jour et de la nuit n'est pour cette contrée que nulle 
Et délaissant cet ordre terrestre, pourrais-tu oublier ton calcul? 


Quittant le moi et le toi, parvenant au pays du néant 
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Pourrais-tu te défaire de l'étre, par le vin d'amour t'enivrant 


Ce corps est composć de terre, d'eau, de feu et d'air 
Et toi Yunus, ой en es-tu? a l'eau ou å la terre? 


CE QUI M'INTERESSE C'EST LAMOUR 
Je n'ai pas l'intention de rester ici, je plierai bagage sans tarder 
Je suis commergant et j'ai des biens; je les vendrai à qui le voudra. 


Je ne suis pas venu susciter des conflits; ce qui m'intéresse c'est l'amour 
Demeure de l'Ami est dans les coeurs, et je suis là pour les bátir. 


Amoureux savent bien qui je suis; ma folie, à cause de l'Aimé 
Refusant toute dualité, me voilà qui viens atteindre l'Unité. 


Lui, maitre; moi, serviteur, rossignol du jardin de l'Aimé 
C'est dans le jardin de mon maítre que je tiens tant à chanter. 


Ceux qui se connaissent ici-bas, en feraient autant en l'au-delà 
Faisant connaissance avec mon Maitre, je lui présenterai mon cas. 


Yunus est tombé amoureux, il est mort de l'amour de l'Aimé 
Je viens expliquer où j'en suis devant la porte de la Vérité. 


COUPER LES RACINES DES VICES 
Le feu d'amour tombé dans le coeur en a fondu les graisses 
Coupant les racines des vices il en a mis la vigne au feu. 


Avec le pic de la douleur, il a ouvert en moi un puits de peines 
Le sage a donné un coup d'épée à la gorge du moi haissable. 


Il a lavć la maison du coeur à grande eau de grace 
Par la porte de service il lui a offert une coupe de remerciement. 


Que Dieu exauce les voeux de celui qui m'humilierait 
Je tomberai aux genoux de celui qui s'aviserait de m'assaillir. 


Que quiconque me lancerait des pierres recoive une pluie de roses 
Que la Vérité allume la torche de celui qui voudrait souffler la mienne. 


Le coeur miserable vient de plier sous le faix lourd de l'amour 
Et par la porte de pénitence, je lui ai offert soutien de foi. 


Et viens voir maintenant Yunus, détourne-toi des méchancetés 
Seigneur, accorde-moi, veux-tu, une seule grace: sobriété. 


ALLONS MON COEUR REJOINDRE L'AMI 
Viens, soyons compagnons, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 
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Pour ne pas mourir de nostalgie, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


Abandonnons villes et bazars, pleurons, pleurons pour l'Ami! 
Pour atteindre le Bien-Aimć, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


N'estimons pas trop ce monde, détrompons-nous, il est mortel 
Etant UN, ne nous séparons pas, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


Quittons ce monde pour nous élancer vers la contrée de l'Aimé 
Tournant le dos aux passions, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


Sois mon guide, dirigeons-nous, tous les deux ensemble, vers Lui 
Sans regarder en arrière, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


Et ce monde n'est pas éternel; ouvre ton oeil, réveille-toi 
Sois mon compagnon de route, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


Avant que la mort ne s'annonce, avant que la fin ne nous touche 
Avant qu'Azraél n'attaque, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


Atteignons le vrai Sage, enquérons-nous de la Vérité 
Prenons avec nous Yunus Emre, allons, mon coeur, rejoindre l'Ami! 


QUE JE M'ENFONCE DANS LA MER D'AMOUR 
Que je m'enfonce, Ami, dans la mer d'amour! 
Que je régne sans cesse sur la scene des deux mondes! 


Que je chante comme rossignol et sois åme vétue d'un corps! 
Prenant ma téte entre mes mains, que je la sacrifie sur ta voie! 


Que je me fasse un rossignol et chante pour m'emparer des coeurs 
Avec amour, que je frotte enfin ma face toujours contre la terre. 


Et me voilà qui ai vu Ta beauté, franchi l'abîme vers l'union 
Que j'aille donc abandonnant ce marché du moi et du toi! 


Yunus est féru d'amour, Yunus est humble entre les humbles 
Toi seul tu me gućriras; je dois t'atteindre pour trouver remède. 


L'AMOUR REND ESCLAVES LES SULTANS 
Entendez, amis, entendez, l'amour est objet précieux 


Le destin ne l'a pas écrit pour tous, il est objet respectueux. 


Il soulève la tempéte en la montagne, fraie des voies dans les coeurs 
Il rend esclaves les sultans, l'amour est objet fort courageux 


Quiconque est frappé par fléche d'amour, n'a plus à s'en inquiéter 
Plein de souffrances, de pleurs, l'amour est bien douloureux 
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Il fait bouilloner les mers, il fait danser les flots 
Il arrache les grands rochers, l'amour est objet vigoureux. 


Que voulez-vous que fasse Yunus, près de qui peut-il s'épancher? 
Il n'a donc qu'å régaler l'Ami, l'amour est objet délicieux. 


LA LUMIERE DIVINE SUR TA FIGURE 
Regarde par ici, de gràce, laisse le voile qui couvre ton visage! 
Serais-tu lune, par hasard? Ta joue resplendit de lumières. 


Et les mots sortent de ta bouche avec mille et une finesses 
Permets, veux-tu, à ta langue, à tes lèvres de s'exprimer. 


Trente deux perles enfilées à un collier de corail 
Plus précieuses que diamant, tes dents, plus blanches que perles. 


La pureté de Ta figure c'est comme gruau et pois chiche 
Tes sourcils servent de modèle au croissant; ton front, à la pleine lune. 


Quiconque verrait tes regards, brülerait comme un phalène 
Et tes beaux yeux sont justement deux braises qui fondent les coeurs. 


Quels mots suffiraient à décrire tes qualités, ta beauté? 
Protège-la, Seigneur, du mauvais oeil, des méchancetés! 


Avec les cyprès, j'ai confondu, moi, sa taille élancée 
Ses oreilles parées de boucles m'en ont fait seulement douter. 


Yunus enfin sur ta figure a connu la lumière divine 
Comment donc te quitter, toi qui reflčtes la divine lumière? 


REGARDER DU MEME OEIL TOUTES LES CREATURES 
Si l'Ami ne vient pas a nous, je dois donc retourner a Lui 


Au supplice, souffrant mille morts, que je voie la face de l'Ami! 


Seul capital: une poignée de terre; et l'amour me Га enlevée 
Plus d'ćventaire ni de capital; pourquoi donc irais-je au marché? 


Le voilà installé l'éventaire de l'Ami; et l'Ami rode au dedans 
J'ai beaucoup péché, j'ai le coeur gros; que je prie l'Ami incessamment! 


Mon coeur dit: l'Ami est à moi; mon oeil dit: l'Ami est à moi 
Et mon coeur dit à mon oeil: attends que j'aille le lui demander! 


Il faut regarder du méme oeil toutes les créatures de Vérité 
Me serait-il donc possible de mépriser une áme par Lui estimée? 
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Et Tapduk dit a Yunus: cet amour doit aboutir a la fusion en Dieu 
Il est l'Etre Supréme; me sera-t-il jamais possible de l'atteindre? 


RIEN NE POUSSE DANS UN COEUR DE PIERRE 
Entendez, amis, entendez, l'amour est semblable au soleil 
Un coeur privć d'amour, a la pierre est pareil. 


Rien ne pousse dans un coeur de pierre; sa langue sécréte le poison 
Et sa voix, méme suave, n'évoquerait que la guerre, voyons. 


Un coeur amoureux brule, se ramollit comme une cire 
Les coeurs de pierre sont comme un dur hiver froid. 


Le sort des amoureux est pareil au gardien 
A la porte du sultan, dans l'antichambre du seigneur. 


Laisse tomber tes soucis et ton métier Yunus 
Il faut étre d'abord amoureux pour se faire ensuite derviche. 


C'EST TOI QU'IL ME FAUT 
Ton amour m'a enlevé à moi-méme; c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut 
Je souffre, je brüle jour et nuit; c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut. 


Je ne me réjouis de fortune, ni ne me plains d'indigence 
Je me console de ton amour; c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut. 


Mortel aux amoureux l'amour pour toi qui les enfoce dans l'océan 
Et qui les baigne dans ton image; c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut. 


C'est causeries qu'il faut aux soufis, et le paradis aux dévots 
C'est Leyli qu'il faut à Mecnun; c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut. 


Fou d'amour, que j'habite monts et vaux, enivré par ton vin divin 
Que je pense à toi jour et nuit; c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut! 


Si un jour je connais la mort et que mes cendres soient jetées en l'air 
Ma terre va alors s'écrier: C'est toi, toi qu'il me faut. 


Et ce qu'on appelle paradis: quelques palais et quelques houris 
Et donne-les à qui voudrait; c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut. 


Et moi, je m'appelle Yunus; ma flamme d'amour va montant 
Ici-bas ou en l'au-delà, c'est toi, toi qu'il me faut. 


LA GRÁCE, VOILA SON AFFAIRE 


L'âme est un être suprême, le corps n'est que son cheval 
Et chaque bouchée avalée sert seulement à fortifier le corps. 
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Manger autant qu'on еп veut, marcher toujours ventre plein 
Са ne profite gučre à l'àme, ca regarde enfin l'apparence. 


Ot est la nourriture de l'áme, allons la chercher ensemble 
Ce qui calme et nourrit l'àme, c'est la bonne causerie des sages. 


La causerie assainit l'âme, donne longue vie à l'amoureux 
Sur l'ordre du Grand Seigneur, elle est une faveur du sage. 


Le sage inspire abondance, ses faveurs couvrent les cieux 
Porter un tel caractére, c'est aussi un don divin. 


La gráce, voilà son affaire; et comprenne qui pourra 
Et sachez que ce phénix est la fortune des amoureux. 


Brüle le coeur de Yunus qui est le plus humble de tous 
Ses erreurs ne comptent plus; c'est aussi une faveur du sage. 


MOI, COMMENCEMENT ET FIN 
Moi, commencement et fin; moi, animateur des ámes 
A ceux qui trébuchent en chemin, moi qui vole au secours. 


Je me suis réglé à une Volonté, qui donc peut déchiffrer mon secret 
Où voulez-vous que l'aveugle me voie, dans les coeurs je me suis caché. 


A la Genése, une simple goutte; devenu monde en un coup 
Par Sa gráce fondant des palais, moi qui y monte la garde. 


Aplanissant ces terrains, superposant ces montagnes 
Faisant des cieux une ombrelle, moi qui les contemple. 


Aveu et profession de foi pour nombre d'amoureux, moi 
Moi, dans le coeur du peuple, et l'hérésie, et l'Islam, et la foi. 


Moi l'ordre public, rédacteur des quatre livres sacrés 
Moi, je suis le Coran méme, le Coran écrit noir sur blanc. 


En fusion avec l'Ami, obéissant à ses impératifs 
Moi, le jardinier créant la Terre, et lui donnant son ordre. 


Ce n'est pas Yunus qui le dit, mais l'Etre Supréme lui-méme 
Infidéle qui n'y croit pas; moi, commencement et fin. 


QUI DIT JE SAIS, NE SAIT RIEN 
Avis aux amoureux; c'est moi qui me suis donné à l'amour 


C'est moi l'alcyon d'amour qui se plonge dans les mers. 


C'est moi qui offre aux cieux l'eau prise à la surface des mers 
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Me déplaçant comme les nuages, moi qui approche de la voûte céleste 


Les huits paradis pour amoureux sont comme palais pour connaisse 
Et c'est moi qui comme Moise reste en adoration sur le Sinai. 


Qui dit: j'ai vu, n'a rien vu; qui dit: je sais, ne зай rien 
C'est moi l'esclave d'amour, et Lui qui sait, qui montre bien. 


Les huit paradis, aux amoureux, sont comme palais, en vérité 
C'est moi qui, admirant sa beauté,reste comme Moise sur le Sinai. 


Yunus est mon nom; fou, je me laisse guider par l'amour 
Et c'est seulement moi qui arrive 4 comparaitre devant Dieu. 


MORT 
Sur leur téte des pierres tombales 
Ils ne parlent plus, muets comme une carpe. 


* 


Gisent de grands seigneurs dont la parole faisait loi partout. 


* 


Meurent les animaux, mais jamais les amoureux. 


* 


Plus ni estiver sur les plateaux, ni hiverner dans les pacages 
Dans les bouches j'ai vu les langues toutes collées, privćes de paroles. 


ж 
Un jour il пе restera, Yunus, trace de tes biens non plus 


Le Destin fera de toi aussi ce qu'il a fait de tous les autres. 


* 


LA MORT TE COINCERA UN JOUR 
Fais tes préparatifs, la fin des hommes te frappera un jour 
Ta vie: un oiseau prété, le maitre te le reprendra un jour. 


Tu as beau prendre la fuite, franchir les sept océans 
Battre des ailes pour planer, la mort te coincera un jour. 


Quelqu'un qui n'assiste aux réunions, qui reste sourd a tous les conseils 
Et qui пе connait ni A ni В, finira par se trouver érudit un jour. 


Tes mains valides se paralyseront, se liera ta langue gazouillante 
Et tes biens si chéris resteront a tes héritiers un jour. 


Yunus Emre s'exprime ainsi, il plonge dans l'océan d'amour 
Et tous ces palais grandioses tomberont en ruine un jour. 
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CEUX QUI ONT PASSE PAR CE MONDE IRREEL 
Ceux qui ont passé par ce monde irréel 

Ne parlent plus, muets comme une carpe 

Ceux sur lesquels poussent déja mille herbes 

Ne parlent plus, muets comme une carpe. 


L'herbe pousse sur la tombe des uns 

Les cyprès s'alignent sur celle des autres 
Braves qui, innocence et beauté mémes 
Ne parlent plus, muets comme une carpe. 


Leur chair tendre fondue dans la terre 

Leur langue gazouillant, liée 

Ne les oubliez pas dans les pričres 

Ils ne parlent plus, muets comme une carpe 


Yunus dit: regarde l'oeuvre du Destin 

Ils n'ont plus de cils ni de sourcils 

Sur leur téte des pierres tombales 

Ils ne parlent plus, muets comme une carpe. 


PARCOURANT LA SURFACE DU MONDE 
Parcourant la surface du monde; j'ai vu des pays à perte de vue 


Grands ou petits, s'étendent des gens à la ceinture valeureuse. 


Dorment jeunes hommes ou vieillards, grands vizirs ou hodjas 
Et maints autres semblables à eux; leur journée tournée en nuit. 


Dorment des braves instruits, suivant le droit chemin 
Sachant lire et écrire, s'exprimant comme un rossignol. 


Grands et petits en pleurs, et des chefs vaillants tombés, 
Arche brisée a leur tombe, fléches bandées gisent à terre. 


Panache de poussiere derriére leur chevaux, et, devant, tambours battant, 
Gisent de grands seigneurs dont la parole faisait loi partout. 


Gentils garcons jour et nuit chantant comme des rossignols 
Gisent dans leur tombe, séparés de leur méres qui les attendent. 


Mains croisées, elles attendaient tout mais tout du Seigneur 
Des jeunes filles riches qui gisent voilà sans avoir trouvé d'époux. 


Yunus ne sait oü il en est, c'est Dieu qui le fait parler 
Gisent voilà des faces lumineuses dont maintes encore jeune mariées. 
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MEURENT LES ANIMAUX MAIS 

JAMAIS LES AMOUREUX 

Quelle douleur que la mienne, mon Dieu, et sans reméde! 
Quelle blessure que celle-ci, qui ne donne le moindre signe! 


Mon pauvre coeur ne se lasse jamais, mais jamais d'amour 
Une fois qu'il tombe amoureux, il ne me revient plus. 


De plus, il se met 4 me donner des conseils 
Or, féru d'amour, оп n'en guérit jamais. 


Si l'amoureux tient a vivre, il ne sera plus amoureux 
Qui ne peut donner son ame, ne peut rejoindre l'Aimé. 


Bazar aux amours, les Ames sont mises en vente 
Je veux vendre la mienne, mais personne a l'acheter. 


L'amoureux est celui qui se moque ćperdument 
Et des biens terrestres, et de la peur d'outre-tombe. 


Ici bas comme dans l'au-delà 
L'amoureux a sa place que l'on ne connait pas. 


Un amoureux serait mort, de la l'appel a la pričre 
Meurent les animaux, mais jamais les amoureux. 


Le terrain de jeu des sages vaut mieux que l'empyrée 
Et sans distinguer la boule, on у donne des coups de maillet. 


Yunus s'est laissé aller a la fusion en Dieu 
Il ne peux plus penser a revenir sur ses pas. 


J'IRAI, APPELANT ГАМТ 
Guide par l'amour du sol natal, j'irai, appelant l'àmi 


Qui arrive y reste; chose immuable; j'y resterai, appelant l'Ami. 


Quand Azraël vient prendre l'âme, ne peuvent secourir parents ni aieux 
Monté sur le cheval de bois, je partirai, appelant l'Ami. 


Toujours dans les solitudes, je m'épanouirai en mille roses 
Rossignol dans la vigne de l'Aimé, je chanterai, appelant l'Ami. 


Que ces quelques métres de toile servent de linceul à mon corps! 
Débarrassé des habits du monde, je le revétirai, appelant l'Ami. 


Et errant comme un Mecnun, j'atteindrai les hautes montagnes 
Fondant enfin comme une bougie, je brülerai, appelant l'Ami. 
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Les jours et les ans écoulés, la pierre tombale renversée, 
Le corps réduit en poussière, je ròderai, appelant l'Ami. 


Va ton train Yunus Emre, les sans foi ne te suivront pas! 
Alcyon, je plongerai dans le lac, je plongerai, appelant l'Ami. 


EN PASSANT PAR LE CIMETIÈRE 
Tout en errant au petit matin, je suis passé par le cimetière 
J y ai observé corps graciles mélés déjà å la terre dure. 


Teints pourris sous le sol gisent dans la tombe, d'une souffrance mue 
Veines vidées et sangs coulés; j'ai vu des linceuls tout entachés. 


Morts dont foyer et tombe se trouvent en pleine ruine, hélas 
Enfin à l'abri de tout souci... J'ai vu des cas bien déplorables. 


Plus ni estiver sur les plateaux, ni hivermer dans les pacages 
Dans les bouches j'ai vu les langues toutes collées, privées, de paroles. 


Gisent ensemble certains qui faisaient ripailles et s'ébattaient 
Et d'autres dans la misère; leur journée transformée en nuit. 


Les yeux noirs tout pàlis, indistinctes les faces lumineuses 
Gisent voilà sous la terre dure mains qui jadis cucillaient des roses. 


Il en est qui gémissent et pleurent, qui se font torturer par les démons 
J'ai vu leur tombe s'enflammer, et les fumées s'en echapper. 


Où les a observés Yunus qui vient nous en faire part 
Je me suis étonné, j'ai perdu la téte d'avoir vu toutes ces choses-la. 


ТЕСОМ А TIRER 
S'il te faut une lecon 4 tirer, tu n'as donc qu'à voir ces tombeaux 


Tu fondrais a les voir, serais-tu pierre, tu fondrais. 


Vois ou en sont ces gens qui jadis roulaient sur l'or 
Ils n'ont à la fin qu'une simple chemise, et de plus sans manches. 


Ceux qui visaient la conquéte du monde, qui méprisaient palais et kiosques 
Logent maintenant dans une simple demeure n'ayant pour colonnes que des pierres 


Ils ne reviendront plus, ne reprendront plus leurs priéres 
Ils ne retrouveront plus leur regne, car le temps en est révolu. 


Ou sont ces causeurs diserts, ou sont ces figures de soleil? 
Ils sont à tel point perdus qu'ils ne peuvent laisser signe ni trace. 


Ils étaient autrefois des maitres, avaient à leurs maisons des portiers 
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On ne peut plus distinguer maintenant, qui est maitre, qui est valet. 


Ils n'ont plus de porte pour entrer, ni de quoi mettre sous la dent 
Ni de lumičre pour voir; leur journée transformée en nuit. 


Un jour, il ne restera Yunus, trace de tes biens non plus 
Le Destin fera de toi aussi ce qu'il a fait de tous les autres. 


LA MORT N'EPARGNE PERSONNE 
Comment savoir a qui le tour, la mort rode autour de nous 
Des gens, elle a fait son verger, elle afflige donc qui elle veut. 


Elle fait courber le dos des uns, détruit le bien des autres 
Fait verser des larmes a certains, leur enleve toute puissace. 


Elle vous arrache le frére par exemple, elle vous fait pleurer, sans merci 
Elle n'apaise jamais votre douleur, elle vient sans vous avertir. 


Elle ne laisse pas le jeune homme vieillir ou se connaitre 
Quand elle prend l'ame de l'un, elle revient pour épier un autre. 


Elle n'épargne personne mais personne, purifie-toi donc, fais ta prière 
Est-ce possible que la mort dévorant les monstres en dispense Yunes? 


CE QUI ME TOUCHE AU COEUR 
Et ma vie qui a passé comme un vent cessant de souffler 
Comme en un clin d'oeil; c'est l'impression qu'elle m'a donnée. 


L'àme dans ce corps est une invitée, et Dieu en est témoin 
Elle va le quitter un jour, comme un oiseau fuyant la cage. 


Ici-bas, le fils d'Adam est semblable à un semeur 
Des grains germent, et disparaissent, que voulez-vous, certains autres. 


Dans ce monde, une seule chose me touche, me ronge le coeur: 
Les braves qui meurent jeunes, comme les épis fauchés verts. 


Si tu as visité un souffrant et lui as offert une goutte d'eau 
En l'au-delà, tu en seras récompensé par le vin divin. 


Il ne restera dans ce monde que deux personnes, dit-on, Yunus! 
Hizir et Ilyas: peut-étre ont-ils bu l'eau de jouvence. 


LA FIN N'EN EST QU'UN SIMPLE SOUFFLE 
Suppose que ce monde soit, d'un bout à l'autre, à ton ordre 


Que tu aies jouć et gagné tous les bien de I'univers. 


Suppose que tu t'assoies sur le tröne de Soliman 
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Que tu communiques directement avec monstres et esprits. 


Possédant trésors du Pharaon et ceux de Nusin-Revan. 
Suppose que tu puisses te faire aussi riche que Crésus 


Suppose que tu aies maché la bouchće qu'est ce monde 
Ou plutòt que tu l'aies avalé d'un seul coup! 


Et ta vie est toute pareille à la fléche d'un arc tendu 
Attente n'est pas pour fléche encochée; suppose que tu l'aies lancée! 


Et sache qu'avec chaque souffle la besace de vie s'aplatit un peu 
Déjà réduite à moitié, suppose que tu l'aies achevée! 


Tu te jettes dans la mer, l'eau te monte jusqu'à la gorge 
Ne te débats pas comme un fou, suppose que tu es enfoncé! 


Suppose que, durant des siécles, Yunus, tu puisses vivre heureux! 
La fin n'en est qu'un simple souffle, renonce-y et gagne au jeu! 


SOUVIENS - TOI DE LA MORT 
Ce monde n'est fidéle a personne; souviens-toi toujours de la mort 


Qui part, ne revient plus; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 


Qui vient, s'en va un jour; mange et boit autant que possible 
Le sort coud le linceul de la vie; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 


Sur toi s'effondrent les montagnes, la mort vient te lier la langue 
Restent ici jardins et vignes; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 


Ton suaire sera le sol sur lequel pousseront des herbes 
Tes yeux se rempliront de terres; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 


Tous les biens que tu as entassćs, passeront aux mains des héritiers 
Et dans la tombe c'est toi qui paieras; souviens-toi toujours de la mort 


Tous tes biens resteront aux autres, tu n'emporteras que tes oeuvres pies 
Tu n'auras pas un sou sous la main; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 


Qui part, ne revient pas; reste dans la tombe toute obscure 
Tu n'as donc qu'à faire le bien; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 


Pécheur, tu regorges de péchés; pense alors a t'en repentir 
Tu nas d'ailleurs pas d'autre moyen; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 


Avant de morigćner les gens, Yunus, mets-toi d'abord la chaine au co 
Brise l'entrave qui t'attache au monde; souviens-toi toujours de la mort. 
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CE MONDE EST UNE JEUNE - MARIEE 
Bien des gens ici-bas n'arrivent a se blanchir de péchés! 
Leur vie passe en vain, hélas, ils en restent insatisfaits. 


Et combien de gens, combien, aveuglés par l'inadvertance 
N'accorderaient un bout de pain, simplement pour l'amour de Dieu. 


Ce monde est une jeune-mariée, habillée de mille couleurs 
On n'a qu'à regarder instamment pour en rester émerveillé. 


Frappant les braves comme lions, la mort les transmet sans cesse 
Aux griffes de l'Ange de la Mort; et personne ne s'en apergoit. 


Yunus, dénude-toi de tout, pour te mettre en droit chemin! 
Méme cent hommes cuirassés ne pourraient dépouiller un nu. 


FUSION AVEC DIEU 
En moi, il y a un moi, plus profond que le moi 


* 


Et nous voilà qui émigrons d'éphémére en éternel. 


ж 

Jai аёја troquć, moi, mon ćtre contre le nćant. 
Je ne tiendrai plus donc ni au corps et ni a l'àme. 
ж 


D'un ćchanson j'ai bu le vin, au cabaret universel 


* 


J'ai rejoint l'âme des âmes, que mon âme soit saccagée. 


ж 

faillissant, nous avons été source, un peu plus loin rivičre 

Nous nous sommes jetés dans la mer, nous avons débordé, louange a Dieu. 
ж 

Avec poissons au fond des eaux, avec gazelles dans le désert 

Avec délires d'un amoureux, que je t'appelle Seigneur. 

ж 

Toutes les religions sont valables pour nous 

C'est de la pleine foi que jaillit la lumičre 

ж 


Les sept ciels, les sept terres, les montagnes et les mers 
Le paradis et l'enfer, tout est dans l'étre humain. 
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QUE JE T'APPELLE SEIGNEUR 
Que je T'appelle Seigneur, avec monts et 5 
Avec oiseaux a l'aube, que je T'appelle Seigneur. 


Avec poissons au fond des eaux, avec gazelles dans le désert 
Avec délires d'un amoureux, que je T'appelle Seigneur. 


Avec Jésus dans le ciel, avec Moise sur le Sinai 
Avec ma baguette a la main, que je T'appelle Seigneur. 


Avec grace et gloire a toi, avec tes attributs cités 
Dans le verset de l'Unité, que je T'appelle Seigneur. 


Connaissant où en est le monde, j'ai renoncé å l'inanité 
Eperdu, pieds et téte nus, que je T'appelle Seigneur. 


Yunus s'exprime en mille langues; avec palombes et rossignols 
Avec serviteurs qui t'adorent, que je T'appelle Seigneur. 


TOUT EST DANS L'ÉTRE HUMAIN 
Enfoncé dans la mer du sprituel, nous avons contemplé l'univers 
Et découvert l'aspect des deux mondes: tout est dans l'étre humain. 


Les cieux qui tournent sans cesse, et tous ces mondes souterrains 
Et les soixante-dix mille voiles, tout est dans l'étre humain. 


Les sept ciels, les sept terres, les montagnes et les mers 
Le paradis et l'enfer, tout est dans l'étre humain. 


Le jour et la nuit, dans l'espace les sept satellites 
La Parole dans Tables de la Loi, tout est dans l'étre humain. 


Le Sinai ой monta Moise, la Kabba des anges dans le ciel 
Trompette entonnée par Israfil, tout est dans l'étre humain. 


L'Evangile ainsi que la Bible, le Coran ainsi que les Psaumes 
Et la Révélation qu'ils comportent, tout est dans l'étre humain. 


Les mots de Yunus sont vrais; quant à nous, nous le confirmons 
Dieu est là ou on le veut, tout est dans l'être humain. 


UN MOI PLUS PROFOND QUE LE MOI 
Je t'aime plus profondément que moi-méme, 


Mon chemin va au-delà de tout ordre religieux. 


La chari'a et les sectes ne sont que des moyens 
Vérité et contemplation vont beaucoup plus avant. 
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Вешег sa foi serait, d'ordinaire, une impiété 
Or il y a impiété qui vaut mieux que foi. 


Ne croyez jamais mais jamais que je suis en moi-méme 
En moi, il y a un moi plus profond que le moi. 


Salomon entendrait le langage des oiseaux 
Il y aun autre Salomon au-dela de lui-méme. 


Certains ont eu par exemple vision divine en partage 
Or il y en a qui ont pour but d'aller encore plus loin. 


Ton amour me prend a tout instant de moi-méme. 
Quelle bonne souffrance que celle-ci, au-dela de tout remède. 


Le regard de l'humble Yunus T'a fròlé une fois 
Depuis, esclave à Ta porte, il est pourtant au-delà des sultans. 


TOUTES LES RELIGIONS SONT VALABLES POUR NOUS 
Pour nous l'imam c'est l'amour; la foule priant c'est le coeur 
La Mecque: visage de l'Ami; la prière: chose permanente. 


A la vue de l'Ami, les doutes se sont dissipés 
De là qu'on a laissé la chari'a au dehors. 


Le coeur se prosterne devant l'autel de l'Ami 
Face contre terre, il y prononce ses supplications. 


La charia recommande de suivre toujours l'ordre 
L'ordre est pour celui qui risque de trahir. 


Pour nous cinq prières sont réduites a une seule 
Qui prie une seule fois au lieu de cinq? 


Toutes les religions sont valables pour nous 
C'est de la pleine foi que jaillit l'amour. 


A la porte de l'Ami qui exige droiture 
On aura sans doute la gràce en partage. 


A cette porte, Yunus, serviteur des plus humbles 
Il l'était, il le restera jusqu'à l'éternité. 


LES АМЕ$ МЕ SONT QUE SA COUPE 
D'un échanson j'ai bu le vin, au cabaret universel 


Nous ivres de cet échanson; les àmes ne sont que sa coupe. 


Deviennent lumière les corps consumés par le feu d'amour 
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Ce feu est different du notre, on n'en distingue pas les flammes. 


Les enivrés dans nos ébats répétent sans cesse: Dieu c'est moi 
Le plus humble y égale Mansur qui fut le premier 4 le dire. 


Et au cours de nos ébats les coeurs grillent mais grillent 
Lune et soleil tournent comme phalčne autour de Lumiére en nous. 


Et ne dis pas ces mots de transe, Yunus, devant les ignorants! 
Tu sais quand méme bien, toi, comment ces gens passent leur temps. 


QUE MILLE AMES TE SOIENT SACRIFIEES 
Que mille ames te soient sacrifites, souci pour vivre n'est plus en quesion 
C'est toi qu'il me faut comme ame, souci du monde n'est plus en question 


Tu es un sultan généreux, l'âme du tréfond de l'âme 
Comme je T'ai vu trés nettement, souci du secret n'est plus en question. 


La pointe en fer de la flčche d'amour s'implante juste dans mon coeur 
Je suis prét a mourir pour l'amour, souci du fer de la flèche n'est plus en question. 


Si je m'arrête sur le Sinai et que je contemple la Beauté 
Quel besoin alors de Moise, souci du moi et du toi n'est plus en question. 


On s'est souvenu de Yunus, la caravane, a-t-on dit, est partie 
Et je suis resté endormi, souci des caravanes n'est plus en question. 


AUSSI ETRANGER QUE MOI 
Est-il homme dans ce monde aussi étranger que moi 
Poitrine déchirée, prét à pleurer, aussi étranger que moi? 


Parcourant Damas et Anatolie ainsi que bien d'autres pays 
J'ai cherché, n'ai trouvé personne aussi étranger que moi! 


Que personne ne soit dépaysé, ne souffre du feu d'amour 
Que personne ne soit, Seigneur, aussi étranger que moi! 


Ma langue gémit mes yeux pleurent, la solitude me touchent au coeur 
Seule mais seule mon étoile peut étre aussi etrangere que mot. 


Souffrant toujours d'une telle douleur, si je connais un jour la mort 
Verrai-je au moins dans ma tombe quelqu'un aussi étranger que moi? 


On apprend la mort d'un étranger, on lave son corps trois jours après 
On lave avec de l'eau froide le pauvre aussi étranger que moi. 


O mon Emre Yunus sans remède, ton mal est inguérissable 
Et va maintenant de ville en ville aussi étranger que moi. 
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CEST UN LONG CHEMIN A MAINTES ETAPES 
Viens, A'mé, ouvre mon coeur, pour voir ce qu'il y a dedans 
Il y en a qui se permettent de rire de nous ouvertement. 


C'est un long chemin à maintes étapes 
Avec des impasses, des caux profondes. 


Nous nous sommes engagés dans cette voie, avec amour 
Or, il y en a qui nous envoient en terre lointaine! 


A tous les braves de monter sur la scene! 
Que personne mais personne ne cache sa dextérité! 


Ne tente pas de monter sur la scéne, Yunus 
Il s'y trouve déjà bien des braves. 


JAI VU MON MAÎTRE AUJOURD'HUI 
Louange à Dieu, enfin, j'ai atteint mon but aujourd'hui 
Mon voeux de longtemps s'est realse: J'ai vu mon maitre aujourd'hui. 


Les soucis m'avaient envahi, mon ame s'etait faite esclave 
J'ai vu le visage de mon maitre, dissipé mes soucis aujourd'hui. 


Viennent me voir les séparés de l'Aimé, les souffrants en terre lointaine 
J'ai établi l'ordre d'amour au jardin de l'Ami aujourd'hui. 


Yunus dit: moi, créature de l'Aimé, rossignol du jardin de l'Ami 
Me voilà dans ma roseraie enfin, dans ma roseraie aujourd'hui. 


LOUANGE À DIEU 
Nous avons bu le breuvage venu de la Vérité 


Et franchi, louange à Dieu, l'océan de puissance. 


Nous avons traversé sans encombre, Dieu merci 
Les montagnes d'en face, les vignes, les taillis. 


Asséchés, nous voilà reverdis; ailés, nous voilà oiseaux 
Tous compagnons, Dieu merci, nous avons pris notre envol. 


Aux pays ой nous sommes alles, aux cours que nous avons gagnés 
A rous les esprits nous avons seme la doctrine de Taptuk, Dieu merci. 


Viens ici, réconcilions-nous; si tu es étranger, faisons connaissance 
Enfin la monture sellée, louange a Dieu, nous avons trotté 'amble. 


Hivernant en Asie-mineure, nous y avons commis du bien, du mal 
Le printemps venu, nous avons regagné notre foyer, louange à Dieu. 
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Jaillissant, nous avons été source, un peu plus loin, rivičre 
Nous nous sommes jetés dans la mer, nous avons débordé, Dieu merci. 


En présence du maitre Tapduk, humble serviteur 4 sa porte 
Yunus, nous étions fruit vert, nous avons miri, louange а Dieu. 


REGARDER DU MEME OEIL TOUTES CREATURES 
Le pire des silences égale la meilleure facon de s'exprimer 
Et s'exprimer mal ne sert qu'å rouiller les coeurs. 


Si tu tiens vraiment à óter la rouille des coeurs 
Prononce alors ce mot qui est l'essence méme du verbe: 


Quiconque ne regarderait du méme oeil toutes créatures 
Fut-il saint dans la charia, serait rebelle en vérité. 


Que je l'explique la chari a en l'interprétant! 
Char'a est un bateau; et Vérité: un océan. 


Quelques solides que soient les planches du bateau 
Elles se cassent quand se mettent à monter les flots. 


O ami, que je te confie un autre secret: 
Saint de la charia n'est autre que négateur de Vérité. 


Nous, quéteurs de science, nous lisons le livre d'amour 
Notre maitre c'est Dieu, et notre medressé l'amour. 


Depuis le jour oü les saints l'ont comblé de leurs sourires 
Sont arrivées à Yunus toutes les aventures possibles. 


NE M'OFFRE PAS TON PARADIS 
Mon oeil c'est pour te voir, ma main pour te toucher enfin. 
J'ai quitté mon ame aujourd'hui, pour te rejoindre demain. 


Demain tu m'en récompenseras si je quitte mon ame aujourd'hui 
Ne m'offre pas ton paradis, je n'en ai aucune envie. 


Je n'ai que faire du paradis, sur lui je n'ai pas de visée 
Si je grince, geins et gémis, ce n'est pas du tout pour l'Elysée. 


Ce qui attire tant les fidéles et que tu appelles paradis 
Ne contient que quelques houris dont l'embrassement ne me donne pas envie. 


Tu m'as accordé garcons et filles et deux épouses, Dieu Clément 
Je n'ai plus d'autre désir que de te rejoindre maintenant. 
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C'est toi, toi qu'il me faut, accorde ton paradis aux soufis 
Est-ce pensable que je te quitte pour une demeure, un logis? 


Yunus souffre de ta nostalgie, fais souffrir davantage le malheureux 
Si tu n'a pas pour tache de torturer; secours-le donc, exauce ses voeux. 


PLEUREZ MES YEUX, PLEUREZ 
Pleurez mes yeux, pleurez, je ne pourrai plus rire 
Mon coeur va vers l'Ami, je ne reviendrai plus. 


Qu'importe, si dans cette voie je meurs mille fois 
La mort y est impossible, et je ne mourrai pas. 


Que mon âme s'enflamme, s'embrase au feu d'amour 
Que ruissellent mes larmes de sang, je ne les essuierai pas. 


Lamour m'a brålé jusqu'å me réduire en cendres 
Je me suis peint de Sa couleur, je пе déteindrai plus. 


Le sage des sages m'illuminant, me suffit largement 
Et je ne saisirai plus d'autre main que la sichne. 


Jai dóà troqué, moi mon étre contre le néant 
Je ne tiendrai plus donc ni au corps et ni à l'àme. 


Et nous voilà qui émigrons d'éphémère en éternel 
Engagé dans cette voic, je ne m'en détournerai plus. 


Er me voilà qui me suis fait nageur dans l'océan d'amour 
Pour moi c'est fini donc de plonger dans l'Amou daria. 


Seigneur, ne me prive pas, veux-tu, de ta vertu 
Je ne pourrai désormais aimer un autre que toi. 


Voilà Yunus qui s'exprime dans le langage des amants: 
La mort me sera interdite si je suis vraiment amoureux. 


POUR LAMOUR DE MAHOMET 
Vérité a créé le monde pour l'amour de Mahomet 


Il a créé lune et soleil pour l'amour de Mahomet 


Que la lumière soit, dit-il, et la lumière fut 
Le Согап а été révélé pour l'honneur de Mahomet 


Et tous les sages sont venus frotter leur face au seuil 
Ils se sont recueillis tous devant la lumière de Mahomet 


Tous les anges sont venus et ils se sont mis tous en rang 
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Ont fait cinq fois la priére pour l'amour de Mahomet. 


Les oiseaux volent dans l'air, les monts et rocs reverdissent 
Et les arbres donnent leurs fruits pour l'amour de Mahomet. 


Et sont venus les impies pour se faire enfin croyants 
Et ils ont fait leur priére pour l'amour de Mahomet. 


Pour glorifier, l'humble Yunus fait l'éloge des versets du Coran 
Souviens-toi de Lui, et ne fais que prier pour l'amour de Mahomet. 


AQUI DIRE NON 
L'univers entier adore Celui dont nous sommes amoureux 
A qui dire non? c'est une porte enfin, un chemin heureux. 


Et l'Ami, de son cóté, aime ce que nous aimons 
Pourquoi inquiéter l'ami de nos amis donc? 


Vrai amoureux, tu lierais d'amitié avec l'ami de l'Ami 
Mais si tu restes en cet état, tu seras indigne de Lui. 


Si amoureux, offre-toi en haulocauste aux soxiante-douze nations 
Pour étre fidéle et intégre dans le rang des amoureux. 


Si tu es amoureux de Vérité, Dieu t'ouvrira une porte 
Cesse de t'adorer toi-méme, détruis la demeure du moi! 


Riche, pauvre, rebelle, soumis, sont tous créatures de l'Ami 
Comment donc leur proposer d'abandonner leur logis? 


Enfin, ces mots de Yunus sont ceux du Trésor Secret 
Les amoureux de l'Ami, des deux mondes se sont désistés. 


TU DÉBORDES ENCORE, COEUR FOU 

Tu débordes encore, coeur fou, vas-tu murmurer comme les eaux? 

Et vous mes larmes de sang qui coulez, allez-vous me barrer le chemin? 
Que faire, impossible d'atteindre l'Aimé, ma douleur est sans reméde 
Je suis tombé loin du foyer, vas-tu me lanterner dans ces parages? 

J'ai perdu mon compagnon, ma blessure est inguérissable 


Larmes de sang de mes pauvres yeux, allez-vous ruisseler comme fleuves? 


Me voilà poussiére dans ta voie or tu m'en demandes davantage encore 
Serais-Tu ces montagnes qui se hissent comme des murailles devant moi? 


Et toi, montagne neigeuse qui coupe le chemin comme des brigands 
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Je suis déjà loin de l'Aimé, vas-tu toi aussi me Баггег la route? 


Nuage en grappes sur le sommet des montagnes neigeuses, 
Défaisant tes cheveux, pleureras-tu pour moi en secret? 


Yunus, j'ai l'âme en extase, me voilà en route, mais où sont mes contrées 
Moi Yunus, je Т'а1 vu dans mon réve, es-Tu malade ou en bonne santé? 


JAI REJOINT LAME DES AMES 
J'ai rejoint l'âme des âmes; que mon âme soit saccagée 
Je ne pense plus a gagner ou perdre, que ma boutique soit saccagće. 


J'ai renoncé a mon moi, levć le voile devant mes yeux 
Je me suis enfin uni а l'Ami, que mon doute soit saccagé. 


Enfin las de la dualité, j'ai découvert l'essence de l'Unité 
J'y ai bu le vin de souffrance, que mon remède soit saccagé. 


Et tout en évoluant pour l'étre, l'Ami finit par nous visiter 
Le coeur en ruine s'est illuminé; que mon univers soit saccagé. 


Je me suis passé de toute ambition, lassé des hivers comme des étés 
J'ai trouvé le meilleur des vergers, que le mien soit saccagé. 


Yunus comme tu l'as bien exprimé, tu as goùté miel et sucre 
J'ai découvert miel des miels, que ma ruche soit saccagé. 


CEST DE LA TERRE QUE LA FAVEUR ME PLEUT 
Je frotte ma face a une lune qui se renouvelle inlassablement 
Pour moi c'est toujours féte; été et hiver toujours printemps. 


Les nuages ne portent ombrage a la lumiére de ma Lune 
Sa plénitude ne s'épuise pas, sa lumičre irradie du sol au ciel. 


Ses ténèbres et sa lumière jaillissent du coin de son coeur 
Comment en un méme lieu peuvent entrer lumière et ténèbres? 


Sur terre j'ai eu ma vision de lune, qu'ai-je à faire dans le ciel? 
Je dois tourner ma face vers la terre; de la terre la faveur me pleut. 


Un seul mot suffit à ceux qui aiment; moi, je ne distingue lune ni jour 
Et si je ne dis pas que j'aime, jeserai dévoré parle monstre d'amour 


Mais qu'importe si Yunus aime? Nombreux sont ceux qui aiment Dieu 
On dit que Son amour brûle, aussi le pauvre courbe-t-il la tête. 


MER DANS UNE GOUTTELETTE 
Moi, une perle sans pareil que la mer n'a jamais connue 
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Une étrange goutte égalant l'océan des ocćans. 


As-tu jamais vu une vague pouvant couvrir toute une mer 
Ou bien une immense mer dans une gouttelette se cachant. 


Avant que Mecnun n'ait encore prononcé le nom de Leyla 
Moi, j'étais et Leyla et ce Mecnun l'adorant. 


Mansur ignorait encore sa devise "Dieu, c'est moi, 
Quand j'étais nu au poteau, pendu à la mèche de l'Aimé clément. 


Et dans ce monde d'abondance toi Joseph, moi Jacob 
Dans l'autre monde d'Unité plus Joseph ni Canaan 


J'étais déjà ivre d'amour avant que l'âme n'entre dans ce corps 
Tel je suis venu au monde, tel je serai en partant. 


Si on m'appelle humble Yunus c'est parce que je porte ce corps 
Or, de mon vrai titre, je suis sultan des sultans. 


NOTRE PIRE ENNEMI C'EST RANCUNE 
Nous n'avons dent contre personne, méme l'adversaire c'est ami pour nous. 
Là oü régne un silence sourd, c'est comme villes et bazars pour nous. 


Notre nom c'est humilité; notre pire ennemi c'est rancune 
La haine nous est étrangére; tout le monde est égal pour nous. 


Notre guide c'est Coran; notre sol natal, Elysée 
C'est Dieu qui jette aux flammes; l'enfer c'est roseraire pour nous. 


Notre patrie c'est paradis; notre compagnon c'est Dieu 
Notre visage tourné vers Lui; d'autres voies, étroites pour nous. 


Ce vieux monde est une femme qui ne cesse pas de séduire les 4mes 
Chassez, chassez l'adversaire, c'est une honte de l'aimer pour nous. 


Yunus prononce le nom d'Allah, il s'est donné à Allah 
Frotter la face à son seuil, c'est une décision pour nous. 


LA VOIE DE LA SAGESSE 
Quiconque a atteint la sagesse, c'est grace à l'humilité. 


* 


Quiconque se donne de grands airs est sürement fou, et non sage 
Il na qu'à islamiser, s'il le peut, d'abord son moi. 


* 


L'ignorant n'entend rien au spirituel ne peut rendre aucun jugement 
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П ne pense qu'il mourra un jour, il brouille tout pour mille ans. 


ж 

Personne ne соппай la Vérité qui enveloppe l'univers 
Cherche-la en toi-méme, elle n'est pas hors de toi. 

ж 


Le chemin de la sagesse est ténu au possible. 


AIMONS, SOYONS AIMES 
Personne ne connait la Vérité qui enveloppe l'univers 
Cherche - la en toi méme, elle n'est pas hors de toi. 


Tu crois en ce monde pensant que tu t'assures toi-méme ta pitance 
Impossible ce que tu dis; ce n'est la qu'une mensonge immense. 


L'au-delà est lointain; la droiture, indispensable 
Séparation est grande douleur; guérison en est impensable. 


Prenons une voie plus simple, venez échanger des idées 
Le monde n'est fidèle 4 personne; aimons donc, soyons aimés. 


Yunus, tu entends parole; tu pénètres dans le vrai sens, toi 
Il faut vivre en bonne intelligence, personne n'est éternel ici-bas. 


LE CHEMIN DE LA SAGESSE 
Le chemin de la sagesse est ténu au possible 


Une fourmi y a barré la route à Salomon. 


Mon coeur dit: laisse-moi partir, je reviendrai après 
Or, il ne m'obéit que jusqu'å rejoindre l'Aimé. 


Personne ne s'est chargé de porter le faix d'autri 
Mais une fois qu'on s'y met, on ne s'en plains plus. 


Les larmes de l'amoureux ruissellent jour et nuit 
L'amoureux pleure du sang quand l'Aimé s'enquiert de lui. 


L'amoureux ne fait qu'errer, toujours on me le disait 
Са m'est arrivé, et j'ai vu que c'était bien vrai. 


J'ai lu, j'ai étudié le sens des quatre livres sacrés 
Quant a l'amour, j'ai vu qu'il était une longue syllabe. 


Ceux qui se déclarent derviches, ne mangent pas choses prohibées 
ils ne les refusent que quand ils ne les ont pas à leur portée. 


Un tel est mort, dit-on un jour, laissant pas mal de biens 


227 


Les biens ne restent ainsi que jusqu'a la mort du тайге. 


Deux personnes s'entretiennent, elles dćsirent voir Yunus 
Et l'une dit qu'elle Га vu: c'est un vieillard amoureux 


IL VEND DES DIAMANTS ET NON DU SEL 
Une fois que tu brises un coeur, ta priére n'est plus pričre donc 
Soixante-douze nations d'ailleurs ne sont pas sans faire leurs ablutions. 


Maints sages sont venus et passés; laissant tout ici, ils ont émigré 
C'est le phénix et non l'oie qui bat des ailes pour rejoindre Vérité. 


Oeil: celui qui distingue Vérité; chemin: celui qui va tout droit 
Sage: celui qui reste tout modeste et non qui toise de haut en bas. 


Si tu as pris le droit chemin, suivi les pas d'un grand saint 
Et fait de bonnes actions, tu en seras récompensé å la fin. 


C'est Yunus qui compose ces mots; il ajoute du miel au beurre, dirait-on 
Il vend ses diamants aux gens, des diamants et non du sel, dis donc! 


ASPIRER AU BIEN-AIMÉ 
Tu aspires au Bien-Aimé sans renoncer à ton àme 
Sans trancher la corde d'infidele, tu réclames la pleine foi. 


Tu récites sans comprendre le verser; Y ai trouvé Dicu en moi-méme 
De plus, tu vises à t'élever plus haut que n'évoluent les anges. 


Comme un enfant capricieux prenant ton bàton pour destrier 
Tu veux jouer et étre champion sans avoir touché méme une batte. 


Et tu ne te connais pas; tu ignores la perle que tu es dans la nacre 
Tu aspires au pays de Canaan, tandis que tu es roi en Egypte. 


Prends ton mal en patience, Yunus, comme le prophète Job 
Sans te plier aux souffrances, tu désires trouver ton remède. 


MES YEUX NE DISTINGUENT QUE TOI 
Tu es l'âme de mon âme, sans toi, je n'ai pas la tête à moi 


Je n'ai pas de visées sur le paradis, si tu n'y es pas, toi. 


Ma langue ne prononce que ton nom, mes yeux ne distinguent que toi, 
Toujours å l'affát, je ne guette qu'une seule proie: toi. 


Car, je me suis oublić; et d'un cours incessant j'ai coulé vers toi 
Je ne suis pas stir de ce que je dis, je ne sais non plus ой j'en suis. 


Quand bien méme tu me tuerais soixante-dix fois comme Djerdjis 
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Je retournerai encore vers toi, n'ayant aucun sens de la vergogne. 


Yunus est tombć amoureux de Toi, montre-lui alors Ta figure 
Tu es a la fois ma bien-aimée, je n'ai pas d'autre belle que Toi. 


JAI DEVOILE MON SECRET 
J'ai dévoilé aujourd'hui tout mon secret 
J'ai retrouvé mon ame, je me suis sacrifié. 


Mon coeur est en adoration devant l'Aimé 
Avec Lui je suis au comble de la félicité. 


Je l'ai trouvé, je n'ai plus que faire d'autrui 
J'ai mis au pillage ma boutique aujourd'hui. 


A moi le ciel, la terre, l'empyrée maintenant 
Viens voir comme j'ai tendu mon paravent! 


Si je m'appelle Yunus, quoi de drôle, dis? 
On n'a qu'à lire désormais mes poèmes, mes écrits. 


JE NE SUIS PLUS QUE DIEU 
Errant de ci, de là, frère, j'ai découvert maints secrets 


J'ai vu l'Ami en moi-méme, vous n'avez qu'à en faire autant. 


J'ai cherché et trouvé en moi celui qui ne fait qu'un avec moi 
J'ai déchiffré l'identité de ce qui fait l'ime de mon image. 


Mon coeur s'oppose à quiconque dit que l'image n'est autre que la terre 
Et a l'Emminence j'ai transmis l'essence de cette terre, frère. 


Je cherche mais ne le trouve pas; s'il est moi, qui suis-je donc? 
Je ne peux pas le distinguer de moi, j'ai fusionné avec Lui. 


Comment ai-je pu courage, frere! Là Je ne dois plus m'en détourner 
Ce fut un heureux voyage, frere! Là j'ai atteint une bonne étape. 


L'infidéle ne peut le saisir, les souffrants ont le coeur gros 
Rosignol des vignes d'amour, je viens d'un tel jardin, frére. 


J'étais Mansur depuis toujours, de là que je me trouve ici 
Brüle mes cendres, jette-les en l'air, je ne suis plus que Dieu, frère. 


En pauvreté j'ai été fidèle, j'ai possédé tout l'univers 
J'ai embrassé terre et ciel, du nord au sud, de l'est à l'ouest. 


Je me suis trouvé enfin, car j'ai pu voir la Vérité 
Après sa découverte, frère, j'en ai fini avec toutes peurs. 
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Ош va te prendre l'âme, Yunus? Sürement, celui qui te Га donnée 
J'ai découvert enfin, frčre, celui qui commande a toutes les àmes. 


DANS LES CAUSERIES DE MEVANA 
O viole, viens voir! Dis, quelle est ton origine, enfin? 
Je te pose une question, veux-tu bien y répondre? 


Elle dit: mon origine est le bois et quelques cordes de boyau 
Mais la joie que je donne rend fou, prend l'esprit. 


On dit que je suis sacrilége: or, je ne suis pas objet volé 
Mon origine est propre. quoi de mauvais dans la corde de boyau? 


On m'a traité de boyau, poussé dans la voie d'amour 
L'amour m'a donné mon nom; je ne serai pas avec les rusés. 


Je me suis lancé dans ce monde le coeur plein de joie 
Jaijoui de mille faveurs, je nage encore dans ces réves-là 


Les causeries de Mevlana furent accompagnées d'ébats 
Le sage s'enfonga dans le spirituel, en téte à téte avec les anges. 


Plononce maintenant, Yunus, le nom de Dieu dans le coeur 
La viole n'a jamais été séparé du grand Sage. 


RÉSOUDRE LE DIFFICILE N'EST PAS LE FAIT DE TOUS 
Résoudre le difficile n'est pas le fait de tous 
Dans cette voie, attache - toi à un guide chevronné! 


Adresse-toi au coeur du sage disant: pour l'amour de Dieu! 
C'est lui qui t'accordera faveur, et non ses sourcils, ses yeux. 


Sage est celui qui montre sans cesse l'objectif 
Tout saint n'est pas à méme d'interpréter ce réve. 


Jusqu'à ce que Dieu apparaisse, que l'âme regagne son origine 
Chasse de ton coeur tout sauf Dieu, et non le regard du maitre. 


Le sens du verbe intéresse les saints du rang supérieur 
Ne le laisse pas aux ignorants, ce n'est pas du tout leur affaire. 


Yunus était un faucon qui s'est perché sur le bras de Tapduk 
Pour chasser sa proie, et non un petit oiseau de nid. 


COEUR TRÓNE DE DIEU 


Quiconque a atteint la sagesse, c'est grace à l'humilité 
S'il regardait d'un air hautain, il serait jeté au bas de l'escalier. 
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Le coeur évolue dans les hauteurs, s'éloigne toujours de la raison 
Ne reflćtant au dehors que ce qu'il porte déjà au dedans. 


Un vieillard a barbe blanche qui ne sait où il en est 
Qu'il n'aille jamais å la Mecque par hasard s'il a brisé un coeur! 


Le sourd n'entend pas les mots, prend le jour pour la nuit 
L'infidéle restera aveugle méme si tout le monde est instruit. 


Coeur, tróne de Dieu; coeur que le Seigneur illumina 
Quiconque a brisé un coeur, malheureux ici-bas et en l'au-delà! 


Considére-toi exactement comme tu considérerais autrui 
Voilà le sens qu'on puisse trouver aux quatre livres sacrés. 


Les connaissances ont émigré pour retourner d'où elles sont venues 
Quiconque saisit l'esprit des choses a donc bu du vin d'amour. 


Que Yunus ne se dévoie pas, qu'il n'aspire pas aux hauteurs 
S'il aime Dieu il échapera à la tombe, au pont Sirat. 


RENDRE VISITE À UN COEUR VAUT MIEUX 

QU'À MILLE KABBA 

Ce corps et cette prestance sont soigneusement nourris par toi 
Te laissant aller aux plaisirs terrestres, tu as oublié l'au-delà. 


Travaille, gagne, mange, offre; cherche à conquérir un coeur 
Rendre visite à un coeur vaut mieux qu'à mille kabba. 


Quiconque se donne de grands airs est sürement fou, et non sage 
Il n'a qu'à islamiser, s'il le peut, d'abord son moi. 


Quiconque islamise son moi, suit doncle droit chemin 
Il sera sùrement intercédé par Mahomet demain. 


Cherche, Yunus, toi aussi, à t'associer au rang des sages 
J » J 
C'est a eux que tout le monde rend sincérement hommage. 


LES SAGES SENIVRENT DU POISON 
Les sages venus avec amour s'enivrent en buvant du poison 


Les eaux n'arrivant a la cheville veulent lutter avec mer, dis donc! 


Cette voie ne nous décourage pas, les sages ne nous lassent pas 
Personne n'est mauvais pour nous; le mal vient du lache; voilà. 


Répondant au tartufe du tac au tac, nous l'avons bien démasqué 
Et les gens le fuient maintenant comme avoir vu un sanglier. 
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Quiconque n'a entendu ces causeries, па још du souffle divin 
Chassez-le d'ici, autrement, il fera du mal, le vilain. 


Lignorant n'entend rien au sprituel, ne peut rendre aucun jugement 
Il ne pense qu'il mourra un jour, il brouille tout pour mille ans. 


Quelque haute que soit la montagne, le chemin finit par la traverser 
Yunus Emre, montre la voie a ceux qui s'en trouvent privés. 


HOURIS ET EPHEBES 
L'envie me prend d'interpeller quiconque se déclare derviche 
Et entendant sa voix, de courir a son secours. 


Sirat est plus fin qu'un cheveux, plus acéré qu'une épée. 
L'envie me prend d'aller maintenant construire des demeures dessus. 


Au-dessous du pont Sirat se place Gayya qui déborde de braises 
L'envie me prend de m'assoupir un peu sous ses ombres fraîches. 


Et toi hodja, ne m'accuse pas de confondre l'ombre et le feu 
L'envie me prend de me briiler, tu peux donc avoir le coeur tranquille. 


Brûlé suivant mes péchés, je m'y purifierai a l'eau de grace 
L'envie me prend de m'envoler tout en déployant mes deux ailes. 


J'irai aux jardins du paradis pour y voir les houris 
L'envie me prend d'embrasser et les houris et les éphébes. 


Tu ferais mieux, Derviche Yunus, d'en finir avec ces nonsens 
Autrement viendra un mollah Kassem qui te passera а l'interrogatoire. 


NOUS CONNAISSONS LE TREFOND DES CHOSES 
Personne ne nous connait, ne sait de quoi nous nous occupons 
Nous ne sommes ni ambitieux, ni enfermés dans notre moi. 


Enviant le bien d'autrui, nous ne nous en moquons jamais 
Nous n'avon dent ni contre savants, ni contre croix des infidéles. 


Nous connaissons le tréfond des choses, rien ne nous attire ici-bas 
Nous voulons faire le tour du monde et non satisfaire notre moi. 


Yunus dit: 6 mon Sultan, j'ai un autre Seigneur, plus grand 
Nous ne visons ici aucune fortune; ni cuivre, ni bronze, ni or, ni argent 


SCIENCE - VERITE - SALUT 


La science c'est de se connaitre, de se connaitre soi-méme 
Si ce r'est pour se connaitre a quoi bon donc étudier 
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* 


Il faut étre toujours amoureux, aller rejoindre l'Aimé 
S'embraser au feu d'amour et jamais a un autre feu. 


* 


Les savants et les érudits L'ont trouvé å la medressé 
Mais si je L'ai découvert au cabaret, quoi de drôle? 


* 


Moi j'ai lu un tel livre qui n'est pas écrit å la plume 
Et pour l'encre, n'y sufftraient méme pas les sept océans. 


* 


Nous avons saisi sans écouter, réalisé sans combrendre. 


LA VERITE EST UNE MER 
On n'a jamais, par la chari'a, pu atteindre la Vérité 
Les sages n'ont pas vecu leur vie dans l'hypocrisie. 


La vérité est une mer, et la charia son bateau 
La plupart ne l'ont pas quitté pour pénétrer dans la mer. 


Ils sont venus juste au seuil, la chari'a les a retenus 
Ils n'ont pas pu entrer et apprendre ce qu'il y avait dedans. 


Interprétateurs des quatre Livres sont rebelles en vérité 
Lisant l'interprétation, ils n'en ont pas saisi le sens. 


Une fois dans cette voie, Yunus, tu t'appelles Fidéle, désormais 
Ceux qui n'ont pas changé de nom n'y sont donc pas bien engagés. 


NOTRE SENS RELIGIEUX 

DÉPASSE TOUTE RELIGION 

Elle est différente des autres, différente notre nation 
Notre sens religieux dépasse toute religion. 


Nos versets sont différents dans tous les sectes et pratiques 
Chez soixante - douze nations, ici-bas, en l'au-delà. 


Sans nous laver avec l'eau pure, sans bouger main ni pied 
Nous faisons nos priéres sans jamais nous incliner. 


Ni salut, ni prosternation, ni mosquée, ni orientation 
Parviennent sans le moindre retard à l'Ami nos invocations. 


Que l'on aille à la Kabba, que l'on entre dans la mosquée 
Que l'on fasse ses ablutions, on est toujours avec l'Aimé. 
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Jusqu'å quel point enfin l'eau peut-elle blanchir un vilain 
Seule la grace de la Vérité pourra nous purifier bien. 


Il n'est possible pour personne de déchiffrer le mystère d'autrui 
Donc c'est demaiu qu'on pourra distinguer le musulman de l'impie. 


Pour qu'on se rappelle ton amitié, Yunus assure ta renaissance 
Ayant recu un appel éclair, tu reconnaîtras Notre puissance. 


CORPS MORTEL, AME IMMORTELLE 
L'homme de Vérité, dans cette voie, ne sera pas du tout désolé 
Les coeurs pénétrant dans le sends ne mourront jamais, mais jamais. 


Le corps est mortel; l'âme, immortelle; qui part ne revient plus 
C'est seulement le corps qui meurt, l'ìme reste toujours immortelle. 


Les coeurs sans substance ne pourront pas tirer avantage des conseils 
Si le sort ne l'a pas voulu, on n'aura pas du tout Vérité en partage. 


Evite de briser alors le cristal du coeur de l'Aimé 
Car, une fois cassé, il sera impossible de le réparer. 


Si tu ne remplis pas toi-méne ta coupe aux sources 
Elle ne se remplira pas d'elle méme, fùt-ce en mille ans. 


Hizir et ilyas ont bu tous les deux l'eau de jouvence 
Ils ne mourront pas de ce train très prochainement. 


Dieu a créé le monde pour l'amour du Prophète 
Qui vient au monde le quitte, personne n'y reste pour toujours. 


Maintenant que l'éclair de tes yeux n'ont pas encore pali 
Prépare-toi Yunus, on ne revient plus une fois qu'on part d'ici. 


DIEU MA ACCORDE UN COEUR 
Dieu m'a accordć un coeur toujours prét a adorer 


Par moments débordant de joie, par moment fondant en larmes. 


Par moments juste comme un hiver, comme un froid 4 pierre fendre, 
Par moments égayé au possible, il fleurit comme un jardin. 


Par moments muet comme une carpe, il ne peut pas dire un seul mot 
Par moments il dit des perles, il met du baume au coeur des souffrants. 


Par moments il monte au ciel, par moments il descend aux abimes 
Par moments il est une goutte d'eau, par moments un océan débordant. 
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Par moments habitant dans les ruines, il se fait gćant ou gćnie 
Par moments s'envolant avec Belkis, il devient sultan des hommes et esprits. 


Par moments d'une ignorance crasse, il ne connait le moindre sujet 
Par moments d'une immense sagesse, il se fait Calinus ou Lokman. 


Par moments allant à la mosquée, il s'y prosterne, fait des priéres 
Par moments allant à l'église, il se fait prétre, lisant la Bible. 


Par moments juste comme Gabriel, il répand miséricorde et bienfait 
Par moments il se dévoie, et l'humble Yunus en reste stupéfait. 


DES RAISINS SUR LE RAMEAU DU PRUNIER 
Sur le rameau du prunier, j'ai mangé, moi, des raisins 
Le maítre en colére m'a demandé: pourquoi croques-tu mes noix? 


J'ai fait boullir avec mistral des torchis dans le chaudron 
A qui m'a demandé ce que c'était, j'en ai pris et servil'essence. 


J'ai donné du fil au tisserand qui n'en a méme pas roulé pelotte 
Mais qui me presse d'aller prendre les toiles déjà apprétées! 


J'ai fait charger sur quarante mules l'aile d'un tout petit moineau 
Méme quatre vingtn'ont pu la porter, restant tous immobiles sur place. 


Une mouche soulevant un aigle, l'a jeté d'un coup à terre 
J'ai vu de mes propres yeux, moi, la poussičre s'élever de la terre. 


Etle poisson est monté sur le peuplier pour y lécher saumure de goudron 
La cigogne a mis bas un ànon, c'est vraiment bien dróle, dis donc! 


J'ai lutté avec un manchot, il m'a enlacé la jambe 
Je nai pas pu l'emporter sur lui, il m'a coupé le souffle. 


Et du haut duCaucase une pierre m'a été lancée 
Elle a suivi un tel trajet qu'elle a failli me dévisager. 


J'ai chuchotté un mot à l'aveugle, le sourd l'a tout de suite entendu 
Le muet a exprimé à haute voix le secret que j'avais sur le bout de la langue 


Et moi, j'ai égorgé un tout grand boeuf, j'en ai démantelé la chair et les os 
Son maitre m'a sérieusement interrogé: qu'as-tu fait, de mon oie? 


Yunus a prononcé un mot qui ne veut rien mais rien dire 
C'est à cause des médisants qu'il en a voilé le sens. 


BRÜLÉ AU DEHORS, MAIS VERT AU DEDANS 
O toi qui me trouves gentil, je suis inférieur à tous les gens 
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Je sus pécheur dans cette voie, les pćcheurs me sont supérieurs. 


Brulć au dehors, vert au dedans, voila mon existence permanente 
Sans faire un bout de chemin, je donne des nouvelles du ciel. 


Connu au dehors, étranger au dedans, mes mots sont doux, mon coeur infidéle 
Mes actes sont mauvais, ma réputation bonne; ot existe une telle séduction? 


On ne trouveras jamais un profane comme moi 
Dans ma bouche science et ordre, dans mon cour désirs terrestres. 


J'ai une trés bonne apparence, or, je pense toujours aux vices 
Il n'existe méme à Baghdad un fourbe qui pourrait m'égaler. 


A qui j'ai donné mes conseils, il a rejoint la Vérité 
Mais sur moi, malheureusement, n'a pu exercer aucun effet. 


M'accordant le titre de cheikh, j'ai cessé de prier l'Aimé 
Ne satisfaisant que le moi, j'ai oublié l'entente avec la Vérité. 


Le nom de Yunus s'est répandu, or fausses sont toutes ses pričres 
La grace du Seigneur peut-étre lui pardonnera ses erreurs. 


NORIA SOUFFRANTE 
Noria, pourquoi gémis-tu?-Je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance 


Je me suis épris de Dieu; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 


Je m'appelle Noria souffrante; mes eaux coulent en mille éclats 
C'est Dieu qui l'a voulu; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 


On m'a découvert sur la montagne; on m'a scié bras et ailes 
Trouvé digne de cet usage; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 


Je ne suis qu'un arbre de la montagne, un arbre ni doux ni amer 
Je suis un prieur de Dieu; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 


On m'a coupé les branches, trouble ainsi tout mon ordre 
Je suis un počte inlassable; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 


Charpentiers m'ont raboté, replacé toutes mes piéces 
Cette plainte vient de Vérité; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 


Je puise mon eau des profondeurs, je la verse ensuite sur terre 
Voyez les malheurs que je subis; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 


Qui vient ici ne peut rire, Yunus; presque personne n'atteint son but 
Rien d'éternel dans ce monde éphémére; je gémis, car j'ai de la souffrance. 
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ГЕ SALUT CONSISTE EN LE REFUS DU MOI 
La sagesse est une mer, il faut étre amoureux pour y pćnćtrer 
Il faut étre alcyon pour extraire des diamants еп у plongeant. 


Nous avons été alcyon, et, de la mer, extrait des diamants 
Il faut cependant étre orfévre pour en apprćcier la valeur. 


Mahomet a reconnu la Vérité, il Га trouvée en lui-méme 
Dieu est omniprésent, il faut des yeux pour le voir. 


Tais-toi, reste tranquille; pourquoi ces airs de médiateur? 
Il faut un brave comme Ali pour pouvoir atteindre un tel rang. 


Les savants composent des livres, mettent tout noir sur blanc 
C'est dans les coeurs que s'écrit la sourate d'un livre pareil. 


Affolé, je пе suis plus а méme de distinguer la nuit du jour 
Dans mon coeur travaille sans cesse blessure de la flèche d'amour. 


Viens t'accrocher, pauvre Yunus, aux basques des sages! 
Dans l'humilité, le salut consiste en le refus du moi. 


MON FRONT C'EST UNE LUNE; 

ET MES YEUX DES ÉTOILES 

O toi qui me trouves gentil, je suis pire que tous 
Mon front c'est une lune; et mes yeux des étoiles. 


Les gens ne font que se lever; or, moi, je reste assis 
J'ai ma place sur le divan; coussin épais, siége uni. 


Une fois atteint d'hypocrisie, désormais 
Je n'aurai rien à faire avec souffrance ni pleurs. 


Dans la cité de mon corps, je ne m'assure aucun intérét 
Désert, d'un bout à l'autre, quartier de mes bienfaits. 


Moi, j'ailu un tel livre qui n'est pas écrit parla plume 
Et pour l'encre, n'y suffiraient méme pas les septs océans. 


Au lieu de jeüner, de faire la priére, j'ai bu du vin pour m'enivrer 
J'ai écouté la musique au lieu de prier, au lieu d'égrener mon chapelet. 


Si tu arrives à trouver un sens aux paroles de Yunus, toi 
Pour toi, comme une aiguille sera le minaret de Konya. 


LA SCIENCE C'EST DE SE CONNAÍTRE 


La science c'est de se connaître, de se connaitre soi-méme 
Si ce n'est pour se connaitre, à quoi bon donc étudier? 
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Et la fin de l'étude, c'est de connaitre la Vérité 
Etudier et ne pas saisir, c'est vraiment peine perdue. 


Ne dis pas: j'ai étudié, j'ai appris et j'ai fait des priéres 
Considère l'homme comme Vérité, sinon tes efforts seront vains. 


Et le sens des quatre Livres se trouve inclus dans un seul alpha 
Tu parles d'un seul alpha, hodja, mais sais-tu ce qu'il signifie? 


Yunus dit: hodja, en vain iras-tu en pélerinage 
Il vaut mieux essayer de pénétrer dans un coeur. 


IL FAUT ETRE L'ESCLAVE D'UN SULTAN 
Il faut étre l'esclave d'un sultan qui ne serait jamais détròné 
Il faut s'attacher a un seuil d'où l'on ne serait jamais chassé. 


Il faut étre oiseau et s'envoler, s'en aller dans un autre climat 
Il faut boire d'un vin dont l'ivresse ne se dissiperait jamais. 


Il faut étre alcyone preste, il faut plonger dans une mer 
Et en ramener une perle qui ne serait connu d'aucun bijoutier. 


Il faut entrer dans un jardin,y faire une bonne promenade 
Il faut respirer le parfum d'une rose qui ne serait pas fanée. 


Il faut étre toujours amoureux, aller rejoindre l'Aimé 
S'embraser au feu d'amour et jamais à un autre feu. 


Isole-toi maintenant Yunus, vas comparaître devant Dieu 
Et emmène-lui un tel étre qui n'aurait jamais son pareil au monde. 


DÉCHIFFRER LE MESSAGE DES MUETS 
Aux sourds de déchiffrer le message des muets 
Il faut Ame qui puisse comprendre la parole des sourds-muets. 


Nous avons saisi sans écouter, réalisé sans comprendre 
Le vrai sage, dans cette voie, a pour fortune l'indigence. 


Amoureux, nous avons chéri; bien-aimé, nous nous sommes fait chérir 
Toujours dans une nouvelle vie, est-ce pensable qu'on se lasse de vous? 


A travers soixante-douze langues ainsi que mille différentes frontières 
Nous avons eté le premier à ne faire distinction entre pauvres et riches. 


Humble Yunus, fais-toi sage; sur terre comme au firmament 
Se cachent sous toutes les pierres, mille Moise, fils d'Imran. 
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QUOI DE DROLE 
Je cherchais sans cesse Dieu, si je L'ai trouvé, quoi de drole? 
Je pleurais jour et nuit, si j'ai ri un moment, quoi de dröle? 


Moi, j'étais une boule qui roulait sur le terrain de jeu des sages 
Si un jour je suis tombé sous le maillet du sultan, quoi de dröle? 


Et dans les causeries des sages, moi j'étais un bouquet de rose 
Si je ше suis éclos, et développé, et enfin fané, quoi de dröle? 


Les savants et les érudits L'ont trouvé à la Medressé 
Mais si moi je l'ai découvert au cabaret, quoi de dròle? 


Préte l'oreille à l'humble Yunus, qui est encore en pleine extase 
S'il s'est plongé, lui le pauvre, dans l'univers des saints, quoi de dròle? 


CHANTERALLAH 

Rivières du Paradis coulent 

En murmurant, murmurant Allah 
Rossignols de l'islam se mettent 
A chanter, chanter Allah. 


Les branches de Touba s'agitent 
Tout en récitant le Coran 

Roses des jardins du Paradis 
Exhalent leur odeur en disant Allah. 


Les uns mangent et d'autres boivent 

Les anges répandent gràce et bonté 
Idris, pour le jour du jugement dernier 
Coud des vétements, psalmodiant Allah. 


Les troncs en sont tout d'or 

Et les feuilles entičrement d'argent 
Assitot qu'un bourgeon pointe 

П pousse en chantant Allah. 


Leur visage plus pur que la face lunaire 
Leurs paroles d'ambre et de musc 

Les houris dans le paradis 

Se promènent, fredonnant Allah. 


Et l'amoureux de la Vérité 
Laisse ruisseler toujours ses larmes 
Et baignant dans la lumière 


Il parle en soupirant Allah 


Ne demande faveur qu'au Bon Dieu 
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Laisse-toi guider en droit chemin 
Rossignol épris de la rose 
Chante en modulant Allah... 


Ouvertes enfin les portes célestes 
Qui toutes débordent de tendresse 
Les portes de huit paradis 
S'ouvrent en répétant Allah. 


C'est Ridvan qui ouvre les portes 

Et c'est Idris qui coupe des vétements 
Celui qui boit le vin de Kevser 

Se désaltére pronongant Allah. 


Humble Yunus, rejoins ton Ami 
Ne remets rien au lendemain 
Que demain devant le Seigneur 
Tu comparaisses en disant Allah. 


FINIE LA FAVEUR DES SEIGNEURS 
Entendez, messieurs, entendez, c'est presque la fin du monde 
Rares sont bons musulmans, ils risquent d'ailleurs de disparaitre. 


Savants ne pratiquent pas, derviches ne respectent leur voies 
Les gens n'entendent pas conseils, ils у restent entičrement sourds. 


Finie la faveur des seigneurs, montés chacun sur un alezan 
Mangeant tous la chair des pauvres et ne buvant que du sang. 


On s'est désolidarisé, on se permet le mal acquis 
Si l'antéchrist venait, on n'hésiterait pas a le suivre. 


Battent leur plein médisances et toutes sortes de dénigrements 
Au jour du jugement dernier on en rendra compte stirement. 


Que tes jours passent désormais, humble Yunus, au comble d'amour 
Car l'étre que tu chéris ajoute vraiment å ton ame. 


TU NE PEUX PAS ETRE DERVICHE 
Les us et coutumes me l'assurent: tu ne peux pas ćtre derviche 


Un secret a te confier: tu ne peux pas étre derviche. 


Derviche doit souffrir de coeur, avoir toujours des larmes aux yeux 
Etre plus doux que l'agneau; tu ne peux pas étre derviche. 


Sans main pour quiconque l'assaille, sans langue pour quiconque l'injurie 
Sans rancune pour quiconque le vexe; tu ne peux pas étre derviche. 
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Tu пе cesses pas de dćbiter, de raconter des histoires 
De l'énerver sans aucune raison, tu ne pas pas étre derviche. 


S'il fallait toujours s'énerver, Mahomet l'aurait fait lui-méme 
Tu t'en es fait une habitude; tu ne peux pas étre derviche. 


Si le Juste n'est pas atteint, si un guide n'est pas trouvé 
Si Dieu ne l'a pas voulu, tu ne peux pas étre derviche. 


Viens maintenant Derviche Yunus, va plonger dans les océans 
Et si tu n'y plonges pas, tu ne peux pas être derviche. 


POISON MORTEL DANS LA SOUPE 
Personne n'a fait à autrui, personne 
Le mal que je me suis fait, à moi-méme. 


J'ai dépensé toute ma vie en vain 
Viens voir comme j'ai jeté mon ame aux flammes! 


Jai fait le bilan de toutes mes actions 
Et vu que j'ai tout vendu à prix perdant. 


Pour un pot de terre brisé, ici-bas 
J'ai sacrifié mes véritables joyaux. 


Toutes mes actions ne sont qu'hypocrisies 
Ai-je donc perdu notion de la charité! 


Nul ne sait pénétrer dans les ténébres 
J'y ai tendu la tête bourrée de désirs impossibles. 


J'ai mélé entiérement ma vie à ton mortier 
On n'a qu'à mesurer mon gain à ma perte! 


Jai pris le vénin pour le vrai miel 
Mis ainsi dans ma soupe du poision mortel. 


Depuis qu'il s'est dirigé vers la porte de Vérité 
Ce pauvre Yunus regorge de péchés. 


INVOCATION 
Grand Seigneur, si tu me poses des questions 


C'est ainsi que mes réponses seront: 


J'ai fait tort à moi-méme, j'ai péché vraiment 
Mais qu'est-ce que je t'ai fait 6 Sultan? 


Avant ma venue au monde tu m'a marqué comme pervers. 
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Et avant ma naissance, tu m'a présenté réfractaire. 


C'est un destin rebelle que tu m'as réservé 
Et tu l'a déclaré au monde entier. 


Me suis-je créé moi-méme? C'est toi qui m'as créé 
Pourquoi m'as-tu bourré de défauts, 6 Vérité? 


J'ai ouvert les yeux pour voir ce bagne noir donc 
Plein de caprices, de passions, de démons! 


Pour ne pas mourir de faim dans cette prison 
J'ai mangé des choses propres et sales, pardon! 


Ton règne a-t-il, pour cela, manqué de rien? 
Mon prestige l'a-t-il emporté sur le tien? 


En mangeant ta pitance, T'ai-je laissé affamé? 
T'ai-je mis dans le besoin, en t'enlevant une bouchée? 


Tu nous dis de passer par un pont ténu 
De nous débarrasser de ton piége tendu. 


Peut-on passer par un pont aussi affilé qu'une épée? 
On y risque de s'accrocher, de s'envoler ou de tomber! 


Tes serviteurs batissent des ponts en guisse de bonnes actions 
Passer par là pour se promener, voilà ce qui serait bon. 


Il faut que les fondements en soient solides enfin 
Pour que les passants disent: c'est vraiment un droit chemin. 


Tu mets une balance pour peser nos mauvaises actions 
Tu as l'intention de me jeter au feu donc! 


La balance n'est indispensable qu'à l'épicier 
Au commergant, au droguiste, au boutiquier. 


Le péché c'est le pire des vices, n'est-ce pas 
C'est le fait des gens indigne de toi. 


Tu sais bien ой j'en suis, car tu es clairvoyant 
Pourquoi alors vouloir peser mes péchés, dis franchement? 


Tu dois, par ta gráce, les dissimuler 
Pourquoi d'ailleurs vouloir peser des saletés? 


Moi, je brålerais; toi, tu me contemplerais! 
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Pardon! Crćateur de I'univers entier! 


Tu ma fait pourrir, rempli mes yeux de terre 
Ton courroux ne s'est-il apaisé guère? 


L'humble Yunus ne T'a jamais trahi 
Tu le sais bien, tu le sais, oui. 


Pour une poignće de terre, tant de cancans 
Cela vaut-il la реше, 6 Dieu Clément? 
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СЕКМАМ 
DIESE WELT, DIESE FREMDE... 
Die Welt gleicht einer groBen, groBen Stadt, 
Und unser Leben gleicht dem raschen Markt. 


Wer in die Stadt kam, weilt' ein Augenblickchen, 
Der Reise gleich: man kommt, kehrt niemals wieder. 


Die Stadt scheint erst so süß wie Zucker, Honig, 
Am Ende, sieh, gleicht sie dem Gift der Schlange, 


Wie Schöne, die zuerst das Herz uns rauben, 
Am Ende gleichend rankevollen Vetteln. 


Traumbilder dieser Stadt sind ganz verschieden, 
Gleich list'gen Hexen, die die Toren tåuschen... 


Der Fiirst der Stadt jedoch ist allen huldvoll: 
Wer Ihn kennt, gleicht dem Sein, wår' er auch Nichtsein. 


Wer seinen Wert erkennt, der kennt sich selber, 
Doch mit der Liebe gleicht dem Friihling er... 


Muslime, elend wurden jetzt die Zeiten, 
Verbot'nes schatzt man hoch auf allen Seiten, 
Man hört nicht zu, wenn der Koran gelesen, 
Und kraftiglich die Teufel jetzo schreiten. 


Die Welt ist ganz verknetet mit Verbot'nem; 
Wer iibeltut, wird hochgeriihmet reiten, 

Und wenn von Gott du sprichst zu irgendeinem, 
Kopfschiittelnd, argerlich wird er dann streiten. 


Mit seinem Lehrer streitet sich der Schiiler, 
Voll Hochmut steht der Sohn an Vaters Seiten. 
Die Armen geben auf die wahre Armut, 

Ihr Herz zerstört, groBtuend sie sich spreiten! 


Die Lehrer, der Propheten Stellvertreter - 

Zur Plage wurden sie, statt uns zu leiten. 

Man folgt nicht mehr dem Worte des Propheten; 
Beschamt vor Gott muf diese Menschheit treten! 


* 


Du, der du sagst: 'Die Welt ist mein'- 
Die Welt ist nicht dein - he! 

Sag’ nicht 'Ist mein!’ - dann lügst du ja, 
Die Welt ist nicht dein - he! 
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Brauchst Du ein Beispiel, blick' auf diese Graber! 
Bist du auch Stein, du schmilzst, wenn du sie ansiehst. 
Die einst viel Geld besafšen - sieh sie jetzt an: 

Mit einem Hemd nur, und das ohne Kragen. 

Die alles hatten, selbst ein Schlof verachtend, 

In einem Haus nun, nur bedeckt von Steinen. 
Süßredende und Sonnenangesicht' ge - 

Wo sind sie? Ganz verschwunden, ohne Zeichen. 
Die einstmals Fürsten waren, Pförtner hielten - 
Komm, weißt du nun, wer Fürst ist und wer Diener? 
Kein Tor zum Eintritt, Gutes nicht zu essen, 

Kein Licht zu seh'n - zu Gestern ward ihr Heute! 


* 


Verachte nicht den Staub! 
Was alles liegt im Staube! 

Wie viele Heilige, 

Propheten, hunderttausend! 
Die Wahrheitskenner gingen - 
Geh du auch aus der Welt: 

In Konya liegt Mevlana, 

Der Meister grof, im Staube... 


* 


Muslime, ach Muslime! 
Was ist's für eine Zeit! 

Für die, so Zeichen kennen, 
Ist Jüngster Tag nicht weit. 


Um ihren Sohn weint Mutter, 
Um Brüder klagt der Sohn, 
Und Mutter, Tochter jammern 
In Gram und tiefem Leid. 


Die frohen Hochzeits-Håuser, 
Die voll von Gásten einst - 
Wie leere Bienenstócke 

Sah ich sie weit und breit... 


* 
Ach, gibt es auf der Erde wohl 
solch einen Fremdling, wie ich bin? 
Die Brust verwundet, tránenvoll, 
solch einen Fremdling, wie ich bin? 


Ich zieh' durch Syrien und Byzanz, 
Durch alle hohen Lande ganz, 
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Ich suchte, aber niemals fand 
solch einen Fremdling, wie ich bin! 


Ach niemand, niemand sei so fremd, 
Verbrenne so in Sehnsuchtsglut! 

O Meister, niemand brenne so 

als solch ein Fremdling, wie ich bin. 


Es spricht mein Mund, mein Auge weint, 
Der Einsamen gedenkt mein Herz. 
Vielleicht am Himmel ist ein Stern, 

ach, solch ein Fremdling, wie ich bin. 


Wie lang’ brenn' ich in diesem Leid? 
Es kommt der Tod, die Sterbenszeit. 
Vielleicht find’ ich im Grab bereit 
solch einen Fremdling, wie ich bin. 


yEs starb ein Fremdling," wird man sagen 
Und merkt es erst nach drei, vier Tagen: 
Mit kaltem Wasser wird man waschen 
solch einen Fremdling, wie ich bin! 


* 


II ONS HAUS SIND DERWISCHE СЕКОММЕМ... 
O Freunde, habt ihr es vernommen? 

Ins Haus sind Derwische gekommen! 

Von Herzen wollen Gott wir danken — 

Ins Haus sind Derwische gekommen! 


Wer immer sein Gesicht erblickte, 

Der wird sich selbst dann ganz vergessen, 
Er spricht nur noch von inn'rem Wissen. 
Ins Haus sind Derwische gekommen. 


Derwische sind wie Vögel schwingend, 
Berauscht von Gottes Festmahl singend 
Und Gliick in uns're Håuser bringend! 
Ins Haus sind Derwische gekommen! 


ж 

Yunus war ein Falke und saf? auf Tapduks Hand - 
Er kam, um zu jagen, nicht ans Nest gebannt! 

ж 


бей unser Meister Mevlana einmal auf mich geblickt, 
Ward unser Herz ein Spiegel fiir seinen schönen Blick! 
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* 


Meines Scheichs Land und Ort - 
Weit ist der Weg nach dort. 
Rosen bliihen fort und fort — 
Wer kommt, zu pfliicken sie? 


Lieb ich sein Wesen sehr, 

Sein Wort auch mehr und mehr - 
Antlitz, Gestalt so hehr — 

Wer kam, zu sehen sie? 


Frag, wer den Weg gekannt 
Nach meines Scheiches Land! 
Ach, diese Segenshand, 

Wer kam, zu kiissen sie? 


In meines Scheiches Land, 
Becher in ihrer Hand, 
Liebende, durstentbrannt - 
Wer kommt, zu tranken sie? 


Ach Meister, allerwårts 
Leidbrandmal trågt mein Herz. 
Mittel fiir diesen Schmerz - 
Wer kommt, zu fragen sie? 


Treue zu jeder Zeit, 

Freude und Heiterkeit - 
Schmerz dieses Wegs und Leid - 
Wer kommt, zu tragen sie? 


* 


Komm Bruder, wenn du sagst: , Wir wollen Gott nun finden"! 
Das geht nicht, wenn du nicht zum echten Meister gehst; 
Und sagst du: „Ich will seh'n die Schönheit des Propheten" — 
Das geht nicht, wenn du nicht zum echten Meister gehst! 


Und wenn du sagst: ,Ich will die Bücher auftun alle, 
Studieren, was da ist in einem jeden Falle!" 

Gábst jeder Letter du auch hunderttausend Sinne - 

Es geht nicht, wenn du nicht zum echten Meister gehst ... 
* 

Weile nicht an einem Ort, 

Wandere und gehe fort, 

Flief zu niedren Platzen - dort 

Wirst ins Meer du münden. 


247 


Der geliebte Freund des Freunds des Herrn, 
Uwais al-Qarani im Lande Jemen. 

Er lügt niemals, er ißt niemals Verbot'nes, 
Uwais al-Qarani im Lande Jemen. 


Er stand friih auf und ging auf seinem Pfade, 
Gedenkend Gottes tausend und ein Male, 
yAllah, Allah!" sprach er, Kamele leitend, 
Uwais al-Qarani im Lande Jemen... 


* 


Derwischtum ist nur im Kopf, in der Mitze nicht; 

Das Erhitzen kommt vom Holz, doch vom Bratrost nicht! 
Hattest eines Frommen Herz krånkend du zerstört - 

Das Gebet, das du vollziehst, gilt vor Gott dann nicht! 
Wenn du Gott, den Wahren, suchst, such im Herzen Ihn: 
Nicht ist in Jerusalem Er, in Mekka nicht... 


* 


Das, was man Derwischtum genannt, 

Hat nichts mit Rock und Hut zu tun; 
Denn wer sein Herz zum Derwisch macht, 
Braucht keinen Rock mehr anzutun! 


* 


Glaubenspflichten 

Wie gliicklich ist doch jener Mann, 

Der immer liest nur den Koran! 

Der Herr wird ihm barmherzig sein, 
Sein Herz wird voll von Glauben sein... 


* 


Du böser Schlaf - was hast du mir getan? 


Du hast verhindert mich an meinem Beten, 
Ja, an dem Flehen und den Pflichtgebeten, 
Von meinen Augen hast du nie getrennt dich - 
Du böser Schlaf - was hast du mir getan? 


Muhammad hat den ganzen Tag gefastet, 
Nicht Tag noch Nacht von Anbetung gerastet, 
Gehörst zu ihm du, lerne seine Sitten! 

Du böser Schlaf - was hast du mir getan? 


Muhammad hat am Tage nie gegessen, 

Nicht Tag noch Nacht gelegt sein Haupt auf Kissen, 
Und du, du schlafst! Doch er hat nie geschlummert — 
Du böser Schlaf — was hast du mir getan? 
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* 


Sieh, dem Propheten ward gesagt: 
Vergiß es nicht, verrichte das Gebet! 
Und uns ward es zur Pflicht gemacht - 
Vergif3 es nicht, verrichte das Gebet! 


Wer betet, der wird froh und rein, 
Man wåscht ihm ab die Siinden sein, 
Wird frei er von der Hölle sein. 
Vergif3 es nicht, verrichte dein Gebet! 


Ich, Yunus Emre, sag! dir stet: 

Stütz dich auf Gott, sag' dein Gebet, 
Denn wer's vergif3t, zur Hólle geht. 
Vergif3 es nicht, verrichte dein Gebet! 


* 


ZU EHREN DES FASTENMONATS RAMAZAN 
О Mond, in dem uns der Koran gegeben - 
Willkommen, o du segensvoller Mond! 

Du brachtest Freude reich in unser Leben - 
Willkommen, o du segensvoller Mond! 


Elf Monde wandert er ganz ohne Rast, 
Für einen Monat bleibt er unser Gast, 
Fürsprecher er für unsrer Sünden Last - 
Willkommen, o du segensvoller Mond! 


Ein Fest ist er für alle guten Frommen, 

Lóst Schmerzen aller derer, die beklommen, 
Als Gottesgnade ist er ja gekommen: 
Willkommen, o du segensvoller Mond! 


Aus tiefstem Herzen sage ich es allen, 
Vom Auge mir die blut' gen Tranen fallen: 
Er habe an uns nun sein Wohlgefallen! 
Willkommen, o du segensvoller Mond! 


* 


Macht' der Herr es móglich, ging' ich 
Zu dir, schóne Kaaba Gottes, 

Blickte ganz entzückt und staunend 
Zu dir, schóne Kaaba Gottes! 


* 


Liebst Liebe du, wirst du zur Seele werden, 
Wirst Herrscher auf der Herzen Thron du werden. 
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Liebst du die Welt, зо wirst du Plagen finden 


Und nicht des Gottesmanns Geheimnis finden. 


Sei Rose auf dem Pfad der Gottesminner; 


Bist du ein Dorn, so wird man dich verbrennen. 


Gott gab das Pflichtgebet, damit man flehe; 
Der du versiumst zu flehen - weh dir, wehe! 
Des Gottesdiensts Beginn: die Welt zu lassen; 
Bist du ein Glaubender, mufšt du dies fassen! 


Hast für die Eltern alles du getan, 


Zieht man dir grüne Himmelskleider an, 
Doch hast du eines Nachbarn Recht verletzt, 


Wirst morgen in die Hólle du versetzt! 


* 


TOD, HIMMEL UND HOLLE 

O unser Herr, o unser Herr! 

Hilf uns am Auferstehungstag, 

Und, Herr, vergib uns unsere Schuld - 
Hilf uns am Auferstehungstag... 


Nein, Treue gibt's nicht in der Welt, 
Es leidet, wer hier kommt und halt - 
Muhammad, Gottes Freund, du Held: 
Hilf uns am Auferstehungstag! 


Im Garten dankt die Nachtigall, 
Gedenkt des Freunds mit siiBem Schall, 
O Abu Bekr, treu und rein: 

Hilf uns am Auferstehungstag! 


Der Himmel hoch und leuchtend steht, 
Man braucht ja Glaube und Gebet, 
Osman, Herr zweier Lichter, seht! 

Hilf uns am Auferstehungstag! 


Auf Erden gibt's viel Heil'ge ja, 
Wir sagten doch zu allen Ja. 

O Lówe Gottes, Ali! Ja, 

Hilf uns am Auferstehungstag! 


Unsitten stellte ich ganz ein, 
Zertrat die bósen Triebe mein, 
Geliebte, Hasan und Husain, 
Helft uns am Auferstehungstag! 


O Yunus, schlafe sorglos nicht! 
Vergi? niemals das Weltgericht, 
Der Gláub' gen Mutter, Fatima: 
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Hilf uns am Auferstehungstag! 


* 


Fragst du einmal nach denen in der Hölle: 

Sie brennen und sie brennen und sie weinen. 
Des Namens unseres groBen Herrn Muhammad 
Gedenken sie, gedenken sie und weinen. 


Verbrannt, verbrannt sind Kohle sie geworden, 
In tiefster Hölle sind sie fest geworden, 

Wie viel' Jahrtausend' bleiben sie alldorten? 
Sie brennen und sie brennen und sie weinen. 


Verbrannt, verkohlt sind ihre zarten Leiber, 
Verstummt sind ihre Nachtigallenzungen, 
In Höllenzangen zerren sie die Leiber, 

Sie zerren und sie zerren und sie weinen. 


Wer nicht gebetet, der verliert die Hand, 

Mit heiBem Wasser sein Gesicht verbrannt, 

Und Feuerketten um den Leib gebannt, 

Die schleppen sie und schleppen sie und weinen. 


Ach, mögen mit den Lachenden wir lachen 
Und zum Propheten fleh'n, uns froh zu machen. 
Grof ist das Meer des göttlichen Erbarmens - 
So hoffen sie und hoffen, und sie weinen. 


* 


O Briider, liebe Freunde mein — 
Was soll ich machen, soll ich tun? 
»Du bist mein guter Diener nicht!" 
Wenn Er das sagt - was soll ich tun? 


Ich bin von Sinden ganz erfüllt, 
Vergib mir, Meister, meine Schuld. 
Ist fiir mich in der Höllenglut 

Ein Platz bereit - was soll ich tun? 


Ich sprech' nur immer Lug und Trug, 
Mein Auge treibt stets Ehebruch, 

Ist morgen schwarz Gesicht und Buch 
Vor Gott dem Herrn - was soll ich tun? 


* 


Das Paradies ist auch nur eine Schlinge, 
In der der Frommen Seele man dann finge. 
Doch der, so liebt, der wird ganz arm, 
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Da8 ег auf Gottes Weg nur ginge. 


* 


Was braucht der, so Dich liebt, denn Huris und Palåste? 
Doch dem, der Dich nicht liebt, ist alle Welt nur Hölle! 


* 


Solltest Du, о Gott, mich einmal fragen, 
Werde ich Dir dies als Antwort sagen: 

Hab ich auch gesiindigt gegen mich, 

Doch, o Fürst, was tat ich gegen Dich? 

Eh ich kam, hast Du mich schwach erkoren, 
Ein Rebell!" sprachst Du, eh ich geboren, 
Und Du tat'st, was Du mir zugedacht. 

Was ich tat, hast Du - nicht ich! - gemacht! 
Sah, die Augen óffnend, mich im Kerker, 
Voll von Lüsten, drin die Teufel stárker. 
Dort nicht zu verhungern, mußt es sein, 
Daß ich ein-, zweimal aß, was nicht rein. 
Machte ich mich so? Nein, Du voll Kraft! 
Warum schufst Du mich so fehlerhaft? 
Rührte Deinen Ratschluf? je mein Wort? 
Nahm von Deinem Reich ich etwas fort? 
Af ich Dein Mahl? Глеб Dich hungrig stehen? 
Lief ohn' Brot ich Dich bedürftig gehen? 
Eine Brücke schufst Du, haaresbreit: 

"Daf du Rettung findest, drüber schreit'!" 
Kein Mensch kann solch Brücke überschreiten, 
Er muf straucheln und zu Falle gleiten. 

Wir bau'n nur zum Guten eine Brücke: 

Gut ist, daß der Übergang uns glücke! 

Breit und fest muß sein der Brückensteg, 
Daß man sagt: „Sieh da, der rechte Weg!" 
Schufst Du die Waage, Übeltat zu wagen, 
So willst Du mich in das Feuer legen! 


* 


Waage für den Kramer passend ist, 
Goldschmied braucht sie, Handler und Drogist. 
Du bist wissend, Du kennst meine Lage - 
Mich zu prüfen, brauchst Du denn die Waage? 
Mehr als alles unrein ist die Sünde 

Fern sei's, Даб sie nahe Dir sich finde! 

Warum wiegst Du so unreine Schuld? 

Besser wär's, Du hülltest sie in Huld! 

Sagst Du nun: „Ins Feuer mit ihm her, 

Seh ich seine Sündenlast so schwer!" 

Bóses kannst Du mindern, Gutes mehren, 
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Gutes hindern, Boses mehr bescheren. 


Du magst mich betrachten, wie ich brenne.. 
(Fern sei dies von Dir, Herr, den ich nenne!) 


Endet Deine Rache? Gabst zum Raub 


Mich dem Tod und fiillst mein Aug' mit Staub? 


Tut fur eine Handvoll Staub denn not 

All dies Reden, måcht'ger, gnid'ger Gott? 
Schaden ward von mir nicht offenbar - 
Doch Du weift das, was verhiillt, was klar! 


* 


Mein Auge ist, um Dich zu sehen, 

Dich zu erreichen, meine Hand. 

Schick' heut' die Seele auf den Weg ich, 
Daf ich Dich morgen - hoff' ich - fand. 
Schick' heut' die Seele auf den Weg ich, 
Dat morgen Du Ersatz mir schenkst, 
Doch biet' mir nicht Dein Paradies, Herr - 
Ich will ja nicht solch einen Tand. 

Was soll ich mit dem Paradies denn? 
Mein Herz will davon gar nichts seh'n, 
Mein Klagen und mein Jammern, Weinen 
Ist doch nicht får ein Gartenland! 

Das, was Du Paradies genannt hast, 
Wohin die Glåubigen Du lockst - 

Ein Haus und ein paar Huris - nein, Herr - 
Sie streicheln will nicht meine Hand! 
Solch' Huris kann ich hier auch finden, 
Erlaubte Gattinnen får uns - 

Nach denen steht nicht mein Verlangen! 
Zu Dir zu fleh'n bin ich entbrannt. 

Den frommen Sufis schenk die Huris, 

Ich brauche Dich , nur Dich allein, 

Ich hab' nicht die geringste Sehnsucht 
Nach solcher Schlösser Dach und Wand! 
Ach, Yunus sehnt so sehr nach Dir sich, 
So zeige, daf auch Du Dich sehnst! 

Bist Du kein grausamer Tyrann, Herr - 
Gerechter, hilf, bis ich Dich fand! 


* 


Wir werden schau'n des Freund's Gesicht; 
Es mehrt sich uns'rer Augen Licht, 

Auf hunderttausend Huris schau'n 

Und auf das Paradies wir nicht! 


* 


Laß den Gedanken an den Tod - 
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Der Liebende stirbt nicht. 
Får dich ist Sterben nicht gemeint, Denn du trågst Gottes Licht! 


* 


Der siisse Name Gottes 

Ach, ich verliebte mich in Gottes Namen, 

Ich wurde seiner SiiBigkeit nicht satt. 

Jetzt finde ich mich bei den weisen Månnern - 
Ich brauche Gott, ich brauche andres nicht... 


* 


Liebst mit Herz und Seele du, 
Flehe, Knecht, o fleh' zu Gott! 
Willst dein Ziel erreichen du, 

Flehe, Knecht, o fleh' zu Gott! 


Kenn' dich selbst, о kenne dich, 
Wozu schuf der Herrgott dich? 
Deine Sinden halt' vor dich - 
Flehe, Knecht, o fleh' zu Gott! 


* 


Wir tranken Wein, den Gott herabgesandt — 

Lob, Preis sei Gott! 

Erreichten auch des Macht-Meers andern Strand - 
Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


Wir überschritten jene Berge dort, 

Die Gárten, Felder; 

Gesund und heil sind wir hierher gelangt - 
Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


Wir waren trocken, wurden feucht, wir waren 
Fuf?, wurden Kopf, 

Beflügelten uns, wurden Vógel, flogen - 

Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


In Landern, die wir sahen, künden wir 
Den reinen Herzen 

Die Worte, Weisen Meister Tapduks stets - 
Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


Beim Überwintern im Romäerlande 
Sah'n Gut und Bos' wir, 
Der Lenz kam, da verlieBen wir das Land - 


Lob, Preis sei Gott. 


Da wurden wir zur sprudelnd reichen Quelle, 
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Zum Strome dann, 
Der überscháumend sich zum Meer gewandt - 
Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


* 


Gott, mein Herr, o Gott, mein Herr! 
Keiner ist Dir gleich, mein Herr. 
Siindig bin ich, o vergib, 

Du, dess Gnade reich, mein Herr! 


Sagt' ich immer: Reicher Du! 
Womit heilt man meinen Schmerz? 
Laf3 mich brennen in der Glut 
Deiner Liebe gleich, mein Herr! 


Laf3 verbrennen mich und ganz 
Nur zu Staub zerstieben; 
Deinem Freund Muhammad will 
Dienen ich sogleich, mein Herr. 


Nicht bist årmlich Du noch reich, 

Nicht vom Dorf, noch vom Palast, 

In der Armen Herz kamst Du, 

Nahmst's zur Wohnstatt gleich, mein Herr! 


* 


Du bist barmherzig, gnådig Du, 

O Gott, Dir reich' ich meine Hand! 
Heilmittel gibt's nicht außer Dir, 

O Gott, Dir reich' ich meine Hand! 


Der Endpunkt kam, der uns bedroht, 
Und voll nun ist des Lebens Glas. 
Wer tranke diesen Becher nicht? 

O Gott, Dir reich' ich meine Hand! 


* 


Allah, Allah laßt uns sagen, 
Hoffen nur auf Deine Gnade, 
Wie die Nachtigallen singen, 
Laf uns sagen ,Giit' ger Gott!" 


Gottes Name auf den Zungen, 
Liebe hat das Herz durchdrungen. 
In den schreckensvollen Landen 
Laß uns sagen „Сй ger Gott!" 


* 
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Ich hatte Schmerzen, seltsam, nicht zu heilen. 

Nun ward mein Schmerz geheilt - Lob, Preis sei Gott! 
Ich hab erreicht Muhammad Mustafa nun. 

Einst weint' ich, lache jetzt - Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


Auf tat mein Meister des Geheimen Pforte, 

Mein Herz ward klar durch seine süßen Worte. 

Er wischt den Staub des 'Andern' mir vom Herzen. 
Nur Gottes Einheit blieb. Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


Ich kam in eine Stadt ganz ohne Namen, 

Ich tauchte in ein Meer ganz ohne Grenzen, 
Mit totem Herzen kehrt man nicht zurück hier! 
Ich starb bevor ich starb - Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


Ich hielt mich fest an Gottes Wahrheitsschloß, 
Was ich geseh'n, die Zunge dann erschlof. 

Mein Weg führt mich zum Ozean des Nichtseins, 
Und ich entward in Gott - Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


Mein Glaube, Yunus, wurde nun vollkommen 
Und meine Seele fand die Gotteswahrheit. 
Mein Ort ist nun die Stadt des Wo-kein-Ort-ist: 
Denn nun bleib ich in Gott. Lob, Preis sei Gott! 


* 


Plagst Du mich hunderttausendmal — 
Von Dir wend' mein Gesicht ich nicht, 
Und nahmst Du mir die Seele auch, 
Von Dir wend' mein Gesicht ich nicht. 


Ich liebe Dich aus ganzer Seele, 

Ich ward Dein Knecht nach dem Befehle, 
Ich schwor bei dem Koran ohn' Fehle: 
Von Dir wend' mein Gesicht ich nicht. 


Sagst Du's, geh ich zur Kirche auch, 
Willst Du's, liut' ich die Glocken auch. 
Nichts schreibt dem Liebenden man an - 
Von Dir wend' mein Gesicht ich nicht. 


Bei Jesus und bei Moses auch, 
Bei Joseph, Kanaans Prophet, 
Und bei Muhammad Mustafa! 
Von Dir wend' mein Gesicht ich nicht. 


Mit Deiner Liebe tóte mich, 
Sonst ziehe endlich zu Dir mich; 
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Liefit weinen viel, laf lachen mich! 
Von Dir wend' mein Gesicht ich nicht! 


* 


VERTRAUEN IN DEN PROPHETEN 
Seit Urzeit immer spricht mein Mund: 
Gott Einer, wahr ist der Prophet! 

Ich weif3 das ganz genau, bestimmt - 
Glaub nicht, daf? ich im Zweifel war... 


* 


Wenn mein reicher Herr mir's gabe, 
Würd' ich gehen, weinend, weinend, 
Um Muhammad in Medina 

Nun zu sehen, weinend, weinend 


* 


Sieh, Gott schuf eine Perle aus seiner großen Macht, 

Er blickte auf die Perle, die schmolz vor seiner Pracht. 

Er schuf die sieben Erden aus dieser Perle Staub, 

Er schuf die sieben Himmel aus dieser Perle Tracht. 

Er schuf die sieben Meere aus ihrem Tropfen dann, 

Die Berge hat vom Schaume des Meers er festgemacht. 
Aus Mitleid mit den Menschen erschuf Muhammad Er, 
Aus Güte für die Frommen hat Ali Er gebracht. 

Wer wüßte das Verborg'ne, wenn nicht durch den Koran? 
Ich trank vom Perlen-Meere und bin berauscht erwacht! 


* 


Die ganze Welt versank in Licht, 
Als Muhammad geboren ward, 
Man sah kein schwarzes Angesicht, 
Als Muhammad geboren ward. 


Wie er aus seiner Mutter fiel, 
Da staunten alle Heiden viel, 
Und jede Kirche, die zerfiel, 
Als Muhammad geboren ward. 


Die Huri-Mådchen kamen an, 

In Windeln ihn zu wickeln dann, 

Sie beugten vor dem Kind sich dann, 
Als Muhammad geboren ward. 


Das weinend' Kind getróstet war, 
Erfreut die Mutter, die gebar, 

Und glaubig ward der Heiden Schar, 
Als Muhammad geboren ward. 
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О Bruder, so sagt Yunus fein, 
Blut-Trånen gie vom Auge dein! 
Es warf sich nieder Berg und Stein, 
Als Muhammad geboren ward. 


* 


Am Auferstehungstag, da wird gerufen: 

Wer mevlûd rezitiert, der komme her! 

In seine Hand gibt man aus Licht den Freibrief- 
Wer mevlûd rezitiert, der komme her! 


Laßt schwingen ihn zum Paradieseshag, 

Nach rechts und links soll geh'n er, wie er mag. 
Sieh Gottes Huld für ihn an jenem Tag! 

Wer mevlûd rezitiert, der komme her! 


Sie fliegen über sieben Hóllenorten, 

Man óffne ihnen die acht Himmelspforten, 
Man schneid're pracht'ge Kleider ihnen dorten! 
Wer mevlûd rezitiert, der komme her! 


Man leite sie ins Paradieseszimmer, 

Zieh ihnen Rock und Hose an für immer 

Und wasch' ihr Herz in Gnadenwassers Schimmer! 
Wer mevlûd rezitiert, der komme her! 


* 


Wenn man sich hebt zur Auferstehungsstunde, 
Mit seiner grünen Fahne kommt Muhammad. 
Die Frommen geben sich die frohe Kunde: 
Mit seiner grünen Fahne kommt Muhammad! 


* 


Gott sandte Gabriel und sprach: 

Es komme Mein Muhammad jetzt! 
Nimm den Burak, zieh ihn vor ihn - 
Darauf steige Mein Muhammad jetzt! 


Er gehe nach Medina schnell, 

Mit Engeln fliegend vor ihm her; 
Das Paradies-Tor schlief er auf — 
Eintrete Mein Muhammad jetzt! 


Es komme Mein Muhammad jetzt! 
Er schaue meinen Thron sich an, 
Des Paradieses Rosen pfliick' 

Und rieche Mein Muhammad jetzt! 
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Das Ferne will ich bringen nah, 
Erfiillen will den Wunsch ich ihm: 
Die Engel griingewandet hier, 

Sie sehe Mein Muhammad jetzt! 


* 


Tritt für uns ein am Auferstehungstage! 

Dein Nam! ist schön, du selbst bist schön, Muhammad! 
Dein Wort, es gilt bei Gott, dem Herrn der Waage! 
Dein Nam! ist schön, du selbst bist schön, Muhammad! 


* 


Wenn die Posaune dröhnt, wir wieder leben — 
Ach, die Gemeinde mein!" weint dann Muhammad. 
Der Jiinger klammert sich an seinen Meister — 
Ach, die Gemeinde mein!" weint dann Muhammad. 


Er nimmt des Lobes Fahne in die Hande, 

Kraft gibt die Gottesliebe seinem Munde; 

Er schickt die Wachter auf den Höllenpfad - 

» Ach, die Gemeinde mein!" weint dann Muhammad. 


Wo immer er da einen Schwachen sieht, 

Ergreift er seine Hand und leitet ihn; 

Er hebt die Hande auf zu Gott dem Herrn - 

» Ach, die Gemeinde mein!" weint dann Muhammad. 


Und Yunus sagt: Wir wollen auch hier stehen, 

Wenn Gott es will, dann seinen Dienst versehen, 
Wenn wir sein denken, Segensworte sprechen! 

»Ach, die Gemeinde mein!" weint dann Muhammad. 


* 


Wenn Bienen ihren Bienenstock betreten, 
Segnen sie tausendeinmal den Propheten. 
Durch Gottes Kraft entsteht des Honigs Süße - 
Das ist die groBe Gnade, wenn sie beten. 


* 


ACH, WARUM WEINST DU? - VERSE DER SEHNSUCHT 
Bist du denn fremd hierhergezogen? 

Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 

Und hast ermattet dich verflogen? 

Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 


Hast hohe Berge iiberschritten? 
Bist iiber Fliisse tief geglitten? 
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Hast Trennung du vom Freund erlitten? 
Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 


Ach, wie so bitter klingt dein Flehen! 
Neu läßt du meinen Schmerz erstehen! 
Du móchtest deinen Freund wohl sehen? 
Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 


Du kannst doch deine Flügel breiten 
Und kannst sie ja zum Fluge weiten 
Und alle Schleier überschreiten! 
Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 


* 


Liegt deine Stadt in Feindes Banden? 
Ward denn dein guter Ruf zuschanden? 
Ist denn dein Freund in fremden Landen? 
Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 


Du wohnst im Lenz im Rosenhage, 
Dir duften Blüten alle Tage, 

Doch immer neu klingt deine Klage. 
Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 


Ihr Augen, die im Schlafe ruhten: 
Erwachend hebt ihr an zu bluten, 
Mein Herz verbrennt in hellen Gluten! 
Ach, warum weinst du, Nachtigall? 


* 


Weiss nicht, wo ich steh' 
Durch der Liebe Hand, 
Nicht, wohin ich geh' 
Durch der Liebe Hand. 


Wohn' in Bergen wild, 
Blut'ge Tráne quillt 
Immer ungestillt 
Durch der Liebe Hand. 


Bogen ward ich nun, 
Flóte ohne Ruh'n - 
Klagen all mein Tun 
Durch der Liebe Hand. 


Hór mein Jammern an! 
Meine Scham vertan, 
Gab mein Haupt ich dran 
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Durch der Liebe Hand. 


Will mein Sein hingeben, 
Mich zu Ihm begeben, 
Nackt und blof nur leben 
Durch der Liebe Hand. 


Sieh, was Yunus tut: 
Recht ist sein Wort, gut - 
Immer weint er Blut, 
Durch der Liebe Hand. 


* 


Wenn ich als Freund beim Freunde bin, 
So hab' ich einen Freund hier nicht. 
Die andern schauen lachend hin, 

Sie gónnen einen Gruf mir nicht. 


Ein armer Liebender bin ich, 

Von Kopf bis Fuß deckt Wunde mich, 
Bin Tor, besessen, sicherlich, 
Verstand ist lánger bei mir nicht. 


Man glaubt, daß ich ein Narr sein mag — 
Bin Nachtigall in Freundes Hag, 

Des Herren Knecht gering und zag, 
Und einen Wert gibt man mir nicht ... 


* 


Wenn jener Freund zu uns nicht kommt, 
Muf ich zu jenem Freunde geh'n, 
Ertragen Grausamkeit und Leid, 

Um meines Freunds Gesicht zu seh'n! 


* 


Ach Schópfrad, warum klagest du? 
Ich leide, darum klage ich. 
Denn sieh, ich liebe meinen Herrn, 
Und eben darum klage ich. 


Mein Name ist das Schmerzensrad, 
Mein Wasser flieBt so glatt, so glatt, 
Wie es der Herr befohlen hat - 
Und eben darum klage ich. 


Sie fanden mich auf Bergeswacht, 
Sie brachen Arm und Bein mir schlecht, 
Zum Schópfrad schien ich ihnen recht, 


261 


Und eben darum klage ich. 


Zurecht schnitt mich der Zimmermann, 


Wies jedem Glied die Stelle an. 
Von Gott kam dieser Jammer an - 
Und eben darum klage ich. 


* 


Ich zieh das Wasser aus dem Grund, 
Ich gief es aus und dreh' mich rund. 
Seht, was ich leide Stund' um Stund'! 
Und eben darum klage ich. 


Ich war ein Baum auf Bergen fern, 
Nicht süß noch bitter ist mein Kern. 
Ich bete stets zu meinem Herrn, 
Und eben darum klage ich. 


Der Derwisch Yunus seufzt sein Ach, 
Der Siinde gilt sein Tranenbach - 
Ich liebe Gott ja allgemach, 

Und eben darum klage ich. 


* 


Mit Dir ist's, daß ich lebe, 
Von Dir trenn' ich mich nicht; 
Das Leben ist mit Dir nur — 
Bist Du nicht, leb' ich nicht. 


Mein Beten und mein Flehen, 
Zu Dir sind sie gewandt. 

Den Weg, der mich zu Dir fiihrt, 
Geht ohne Dich man nicht. 


Du bist in meinen Augen 

Und bist es, der da blickt; 

Denn wiirdest Du nicht blicken, 
Såh' meinen Weg ich nicht. 


Wo sollte ich mich finden, 

Wenn Du ein andrer warst? 

Warst Du nicht, wáhrt' mein Leben 
Selbst einen Hauch lang nicht! 


Wenn ich auf Reisen gehe, 
Bist Weggefåhrte Du, 

Und wenn ich halte - stehen 
Kann ohne Dich ich nicht! 
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* 


Die Lieb' zu Dir nahm mich von mir — 
Ich brauche Dich, nur Dich allein! 
Ich brenne Tag wie Nåchte hier - 

Ich brauche Dich, nur Dich allein! 


Das Dasein kann mich nicht erfreu'n, 
Das Nichtsein kann ich nicht bereu'n, 
Nur Deine Lieb' kann Trost mir sein. 

Ich brauche Dich, nur Dich allein! 


Dein Lieben tötet jedermann, 
Taucht ihn in Deinen Ozean, 

Es füllt ihn mit Erleuchtung an - 
Ich brauche Dich, nur Dich allein! 


Vom Liebeswein will trinken ich, 
Verwirrt in Berge stürzen mich, 

Und Tag und Nacht denk' ich an Dich - 
Ich brauche Dich, nur Dich allein! 


Und wollt' man mich dem Tode weih'n, 
Die Asche in den Himmel streu'n, 

So würde dort mein Staub noch schrei'n: 
Ich brauche Dich, nur Dich allein... 


Ich werde Yunus wohl genannt, 

Und taglich wachst mein Liebesbrand - 
Ein einz' ges Ziel ist mir bekannt: 

Ich brauche Dich, nur Dich allein! 


* 
Was tut man mit dem dürren Baum? 
Man fallt ihn und verbrennt ihn bald, 
Und wer niemals in Liebe fiel, 

Der gleicht dem dürren Baum im Wald! 


* 
Sperrt man in einen Kafig 
Wohl Nachtigall und Kráhe? 
Wird argerlich nicht jede 
Ob jener Andern Nähe? 


* 


Die Rose, Freund der Nachtigall - 
Drum klagt sie stets mit lautem Hall. 
Der Rosengarten ist ihr Platz - 
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Im Weinberg kann sie weilen nicht. 


Was wiirde sie mit Honig machen? 

Sie wiinscht sich nur der Rosen Lachen! 
Die Last der Liebenden ist so, 

Die Berge stark ertriigen's nicht! 


* 


Ehe es nicht Friihling wird, 
Bliht die rote Rose nicht, 

Ehe nicht die Rose bliiht, 

Klagt die Nachtigall auch nicht. 


Singen will die Nachtigall, 
Schliefe mit der Rose gern. 
Gärtner will verkaufen sie - 
Kennt den wahren Wert ja nicht. 


Gårtner, halt! Verkauf sie nicht! 
Denn ihr Preis ist Sünden-Geld - 
Deren Trane niemals ruht, 

Qual die Nachtigall doch nicht! 


Einmal weht im Jahre auch 

Für die Tiere Liebes-Wind, 

Und der Mensch gleicht einem Tier, 
Fühlet er die Liebe nicht. 


Ja, der liebelose Mensch 

Ahnelt eher einem Baum, 

Denn der Baum bringt keine Frucht, 
Rühr'n sich seine Zweige nicht. 


Yunus Emre bin ich, arm; 

Ferne bin ich von dem Freund: 

Ist man nicht vom Freund getrennt, 
Kennt des Freundes Wert man nicht. 


* 


Gib Liebelosen keinen Rat — 

Er hórt auf deinen Rat ja nicht, 
Denn liebelos ist man wie Vieh; 
Was Rat ist, weif3 das Vieh ja nicht. 


Giefšt Wasser du auch fünfzig Jahr 
Auf den Granit und feuchtest ihn, 
Er bleibt ein ordinårer Stein 

Und wird zum edlen Steine nicht. 
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Verschwindet unsre Sonne hier 

Von dieser sichtbarlichen Welt, 

Dann denkt der Dummkopf, sie sei tot! 
Unsterblich ist sie, stirbt ja nicht! 


* 


Es ging des Winters Tyrannei, 

Es kam der Friihling, kam der Mai, 
Es зрго еп Pflanzen frisch und neu 
Auf hold gewellter Flur. 


Und wieder kam der Wiesen Griin, 
Und neu sieht man die Rosen glih'n 
Und man spielt frische Melodien 
Mit Geige und Tanbur. 


Wer håtte je geseh'n die Eule, 

Daf sie zum Rosengarten will? 

Der Storch denkt Gottes auf der Såule 
Und preist Ihn auf der Flur. 


Wie du's auch immer magst verhehlen: 
Der Kiesel wird nicht zu Juwelen, 

Das Rebhuhn wird das Rebhuhn wählen, 
Der Falke eilt zum Falken nur. 


Der zahme Vogel fliegt zur Hand, 
Der Rosen-Vogel Rosen fand, 
Die Eule liebt Ruinen-Land, 
Hoch führt des Falken Spur! 


* 


SICH, WAS DIE LIEB' AUS MIS GEMACHT... 
In Leidenschaft fiel tief mein Herz — 

Sieh, was die Lieb' aus mir gemacht! 

Ich gab mein Haupt an Streit und Schmerz - 

Sieh, was die Lieb' aus mir gemacht! 


Ich weine still in mich hinein, 

In Blut farbt mich die Liebe ein, 

Kann nüchtern nicht, verwirrt nicht sein - 
Sieh, was die Lieb' aus mir gemacht! 


Bald weh' ich, wie der Wind es tut, 
Bald staub' ich, wie ein Weg voll Glut, 
Bald fließ' ich, wie des Wildbachs Flut - 
Sieh, was die Lieb' aus mir gemacht! 
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Blaf meine Haut, mein Auge weint, 
Mein Herz zerstückelt und versteint, 
Erfahren und dem Schmerz geeint - 
Sieh, was die Lieb' aus mir gemacht! 


Als armer Yunus wohl bekannt, 

Von Kopf bis Fuß voll Wundenbrand, 
Ich schweife fern von Freundeshand - 
Sieh, was die Lieb' aus mir gemacht! 


* 


Die Liebe ist Imam, das Herz ist uns Gemeinde, 

Die Kibla: Freund's Gesicht, und stándig das Gebet. 
Unglaube ward zerstórt, seit wir Sein Antlitz sahen. 
Darum ist das Gesetz auch vor der Tür geblieben. 

Vor dem Mihrab, dem Freund, warf sich die Seele nieder; 
An hundert Orten sprach sie immer ihr Gebet. 

Es gibt ja keine Zeit im innigen Gebete - 

Wie wundervoll! allein so mit dem Freund zu sein. 
Niemandes Glauben sind wir gegnerisch gesonnen, 
Vollkomm'ner Glaube wird ja Liebe nur gebaren. 


* 


Die beiden Welten der vergißt, 
Der Dir sein Herze gibt, 

Und wessen Blick Dir ferne ist, 
Lügt, wenn er sagt, er liebt! 


* 


Seit ich des Liebsten Schónheit sah, 
Ist keine Ruh' im Herz geblieben: 

Die Flasche der Geduld Нов aus, 
Nicht Scham noch Ehre ist geblieben. 


* 


Das Auge, das Dich sah - 
Was soll es noch betrachten? 
Die Seele, die Dich fühlt, 
Soll sie des Leibes achten? 


Du bist ein reicher Fürst, 

Hast Grenze nicht noch Ende, 
Der Stift beschreibt Dich nicht - 
Wie soll's die Zunge sagen? 


Wer Dir zum Diener ward, 
Wer Dir sein Herz geschenkt, 
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Wer Dich im Herzen fand - 
Wohin soll er noch reisen? 


* 


Die Seele dem Geliebten 
Zu opfern ist mir Pflicht, 
Als Gast des Freundes Liebe 
Ins Herz zu nehmen, Pflicht. 


Die Liebe macht mich trunken; 
Ich lasse den Verstand; 

Zeit, Ort zu tiberschreiten, 

Zu wandern, ist mir Pflicht. 


Zu Ihm nur will ich gehen, 

Als Staub zum Ursprung gehen, 
Zum Herzgeliebten gehen 

Und kreisen, ist mir Pflicht. 


Staub soll zum Ursprung finden, 
Im Meer der Tropfen schwinden, 
Das Herz zum König machen 
Wie Joseph, ist mir Pflicht. 


Wenn ich den Freund gefunden, 
Sei Name, Ruhm geschwunden! 
Mich an der Liebe Galgen 
Zu hången, ist mir Pflicht. 


* 


Such Gott nicht in der Ferne, nein! 
Im Herzen hat die Wohnstatt Er. 
Gib ganz und gar dein Du-Sein auf, 
Dann leuchtet Er im Herzen auf! 


* 


Als der Muezzin zum Beten rief und alles aufrecht stand, 
Formulierten wir die Absicht, das Gesicht zu Gott gewandt. 
Meine Hand zum Herrn erhoben, sprach mein Mund die Fatiha, 
Und mein Körper warf sich nieder vor dem Ewigen im Sand. 
Jener Ort, an dem ich flehte, wurde, schien's, zum Sinai, 
Zwiegespråche hielt mit Gott ich, 

so wie Moses einst entbrannt. 

Doch mein Auge sah ein Antlitz; nieder warf sich mein Gesicht, 
Mattgesetzt ist die Askese, meine Ordnung ist verbrannt! 
Keinen Segen und kein Flehen, keinen Rosenkranz sag ich — 
Meine tåglichen Gebete hat zerstört der Liebe Hand! 

Sieh doch, was fiir schöne Kunde Yunus uns gegeben hat: 
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Er, verliebt, klagt dem Geliebten hier sein Leid, 
der Schmerzen Brand! 


* 


Wieder kam der Lenzwind, wehte lieblich wieder, 
Verrieb des Winters Kålte, diesen Unsinn, wieder; 


Gnade unermeflich, frohes Leben hold – 
Segensvollen Fufes kam der Sommer wieder. 


Wieder griine Gala zog die Welt sich an, 
Gras und Baum voll Leben schmickten sich jetzt wieder. 


Tot war Gras und Strauchwerk - nun, belebt, sprof3t's neu: 
Solche Zeichen reichen - Aufersteh'n ist's wieder! 


Bäche fließen munter wieder durch die Felder, 
Reiche Schåtze streut' Er auf die Welten wieder. 


Наш die Erde völlig sich in Farben bunt, 
Sprosser singt fiir Rosen, liebt die Bliiten wieder. 


Sommer nicht noch Winter sing' ich, nein, den Liebsten: 
Wen Gott tötet - móg' Er ihn beleben wieder! 


Yunus, wieder nårrisch, wusch die Ehre ab, 
Trank in großen Bechern Liebeswein er wieder. 


* 


Ach, mache so verwirrt mich doch, 
Da8 ich im Liebesfeuer brenne. 
Wo immer ich auch blicken mag, 
Daf? ich nur Dich erkenne! 


Ach nimm, ach nimm mein Ich von mir 
Und fülle mich so ganz mit Dir! 
Komm, tóte, tóte mich allhier, 

Daf? ich dort nicht mehr sterbe! 


* 


O Herr, ich bitte, flehe vor Dir: 

Gib Deine Liebe, Sehnsucht nach Dir. 
Von Deiner Gnade hoffe ich hier - 
Gib Deine Liebe, Sehnsucht nach Dir. 


Mache mich trunken, mach' mich berauscht, 


Daß ich mich selber kenne nicht mehr, 
Bis meine Seele findet nur Dich - 
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Gib Deine Liebe, Sehnsucht nach Dir! 


Hier auf dem Wege liebende Herzen, 
Alle verbrennend in Deinen Schmerzen, 
Ließen ihr Leben, ließen die Seelen - 
Gib Deine Liebe, Sehnsucht nach Dir. 


Mache mein Herz doch ganz klar und rein, 
Wisch aus die Liebe zu Was-nicht-Dein! 
Schenke mir Liebe zu Dir allein - 

Gib Deine Liebe, Sehnsucht nach Dir! 


* 


Man fragt' Madschnun: „Was wurde denn aus Leyla?" 
Sie ging; ihr Name nur blieb auf den Zungen. 

Mein Herz fand jetzt die eine wahre Liebe — 

Geh, Leyla, geh! Ich hab' den Herrn gefunden. 


Als ich gefleht, hast du kokett betrogen, 

Zum Himmel deutend, bist du fortgeflogen, 
Warst grausam oft, nie treusam mir gewogen, 
Geh, Leyla, geh! Ich hab' den Herrn gefunden. 


Wer heut' den Herrn erblickt, sieht Leyla nicht, 
Wer auf das Hóchste blickt, sieht Nachstes nicht, 
Wer auf den Mond blickt, sieht die Sterne nicht, 
Geh, Leyla, geh! Ich hab' den Herrn gefunden. 


Madschnun ging einstmals sehnsuchtsvoll zur Kaaba, 
Ergriff den Torgriff, jammerte und klagte. 

Er sagte ,Leyla", doch er fand den Herrn - 

Geh, Leyla, geh! Ich hab' den Herrn gefunden. 


* 


Madschnun, erzogen von der Ammen bester: 

Auf seinem Haupt bau'n nun die Vógel Nester, 
Und unser Platz sind Berge hoch und Wüsten - 
Geh, Leyla, geh! Ich hab' den Herrn gefunden. 


Ich ward Madschnun, durch Berge wild getrieben, 
Und mit dem Herrn bin ich allein geblieben. 

Fort, Leyla, Lieb' zu dir hab ich vertrieben. 

Geh, Leyla, geh! Ich hab' den Herrn gefunden. 


Mein Haupt ward für der Vógel Nest ein Baum, 
Den Herrn erschaut hab' ich in meinem Traum. 
Fort, Leyla, bleib nicht, zieh hinweg den Saum! 
Geh, Leyla, geh! Ich hab' den Herrn gefunden. 
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* 


DER WEIN DER EINHEIT 
Von dem Wein der Einheit 
Trink' ich einen Schluck - 
Ruf: 'Ich bin die Wahrheit', 
Geh zum Galgen, Herr! 


* 


Von einem Schenken trank ich Wein; 
das Weinhaus höher als der Thron. 
Berauscht von diesem Schenken wir: 
die Seelen sind Sein Becher schon. 


Die Trunkenen in unserm Saal, 

die rufen 'Ich bin Gott' zumal, 

Und tausend wie Halladsch Mansur 
sind seine kleinsten Narren nur. 


Solch hingeriss'ne Worte sag' 
nicht vor Unkund'gen, hiite dich! 
Weift du nicht, wie Unwissende 
so gern die Zeit vertreiben sich? 


* 


Wer ist es denn, der unser Gast geworden? 
In meinem Leibe ganz zur Seele worden? 


So viel ich griible, nicht reicht mein Verstand, 
Wer in der Seele mein versteckt geworden. 


Ich weif3 nicht, bin ich es, ist es mein Gast wohl? 
Die ganze Welt ist eins und gleich geworden! 


* 


Ich bin der Liebe Möwe; die Meere staunen tiber mich, 
Die See ist mir ein Tröpflein, das Staubchen Ozean fiir mich, 


Die Welt ist kaum ein Ståubchen, 
und Mond und Sonne Sklaven mir, 
Gott ist mein Ursprung, siehe, und Fiihrer der Koran fir mich. 


Mein Weg fiihrt mich zum Freunde; 
mein Vaterland: Sein ew'ges Reich. 
Nur Liebe spricht die Zunge, 

die Liebe: schöner Pfad fir mich... 
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Ich kam vom ew'gen Königreich, 

Was soll die Welt, verganglich, mir? 
Des Freundes Schönheit sah ich dort — 
Was зоПеп Huris, Garten mir? 


Trank einen Schluck vom Einheitswein 
Aus des Geliebten Hand ich dort, 

Und ich empfand des Freundes Duft - 
Was soll denn Chinas Moschus mir? 


Ich bin ja Abraham; was soll 

Ich mit dem Engel Gabriel? 

Ich bin Muhammad, geh zum Freund - 
Was soll ein Dolmetsch da noch mir? 


Bin Ismail; auf Gottes Weg, 

Da opfre meine Seele ich. 

Die Seele wird zum Opferlamm - 
Was soll ein Hammel-Opfer mir? 


* 


Gleich Hiob trage voll Geduld 

Ich des Geliebten Grausamkeit. 
Gleich Georg auf dem Weg zu Gott - 
Was soll mein Leben denn noch mir? 


Wie Jesus lasse ich die Welt 

Und reise durch die Himmel weit; 
Ward Moses, dem die Schau geschenkt - 
Was soll ^Wirst Mich nicht sehen" mir? 


Yunus in Liebe ist berauscht, 

Wird dem Geliebten er vereint. 
Zerschlug die Flasche auf dem Stein - 
Was soll noch Nam' und Ehre mir? 


* 


Die Kaaba, Glaube, Götzenbild 

Und der den Himmel dreht, bin ich. 
Die Wolke, die zum Himmel steigt 
Und Regen bringt und weht, bin ich. 


Der Fleisch und Haut und Knochen nimmt, 
Zum Korper formt und sie belebt, 

Der in der Weisheit Wiege liegt, 

Die Milch der Allmacht saugt, bin ich. 


* 
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Der blickt, bin ich, der schaut, bin ich, 
Der nimmt, bin ich, der gibt, bin ich, 
Nicht Gabriel, nicht Michael, 

Wenn Israfil blast, das bin ich. 


Der die Damonen all bezwingt, 

Vom Weltenberg zum Weltberg herrscht, 
Der auf dem Winde reitet stolz, 

Der Konig Salomo, bin ich. 


Ich bin die Hand der Macht des Herrn, 
Die Liebesnachtigall des ,Ja", 

Der spricht in allen Sprachen und 

Den Menschen Kunde gibt, bin ich. 


Der Erste ich, der Letzte ich, 

Der Seelen Seele auch bin ich, 
Und dem, der miid' am Wege liegt, 
Der schnelle Hilfe bringt, bin ich. 


Der blickte in der Zeit des ,,Sei", 
Mit einem Blick die Welt geformt, 
Mit Macht das Haus gestaltet hat, 
Der Liebe Grund gelegt, bin ich. 


* 


Flach breitete ich aus das Land; 
Der setzt' die Berge schwer darauf, 
Die Himmel ausgespannt als Zelt 
Und weit gezogen, das bin ich. 


Wie wundersam! Fiir Liebende 
Ward Glaube ich und Religion; 
Der in des Volkes Herz gelegt 
Unglauben und Islam, bin ich. 


Der Wohlsein fir die Menschen schuf, 
Der die vier Biicher richtig schrieb, 
Auf Weißem schwarze Lettern zog 
Des ewigen Korans, bin ich. 


Der Zungen in Verwirrung setzt, 
Den Liebes-Kessel kochen läßt; 

Die Hamza am Berg Kaf erschreckt, 
Die Schlange voller Gift, bin ich. 


Der dieses sagt, ist Yunus nicht, 
Und der ganz aus sich selber spricht. 
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Es glaubt der Heide es ja nicht: 
Der Erste, Letzte bin ja ich. 


* 


PARADOXE DER MUSTIK 
Stieg ich auf den Pflaumen-Ast, 
Trauben dort zu essen. 
Wiitend sprach der Gartner da: 
»IBt du meine Walnuß?" 


Gips tat in den Kessel ich, 
Kocht' mit Nordwind ihn. 

Wer mich fragte: „Was ist das?" 
Den taucht' ich tief drin ein. 


Fáden gab dem Weber ich - 

Doch er wusch und dreht' sie nicht. 
Eilig haben sie's bestellt, 

Laßt sie holen jetzt den Stoff! 


Eines Spatzen Flügel lud 

Ich auf vierzig Maultier auf, 

Selbst ein Paar konnt's ziehen nicht, 
So blieb es geschrieben. 


Eine Fliege stürzte sich 

Auf den Adler, warf ihn hin. 
Das ist keine Lüge - ich 

Hab' selbst den Staub geseh'n. 


* 


Einen Stein vom Berge Kaf 
Warfen sie so hart auf mich! 
Heftig fiel er auf den Weg 
Und verdarb mir das Gesicht! 


Auf die Pappel stieg der Fisch, 
Dort gesülztes Pech zu essen, 
Und der Storch gebar - hór zu! - 
Uns ein Eselsfüllen. 


Einem Blinden flüstert' ich 

Und der Taube hórt mein Wort, 
Und der Stumme schreit das Wort, 
Das mir auf der Zunge liegt. 


Yunus hat ein Wort gesagt, 
Das gleicht andern Worten nicht. 
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Vor den Heuchlern hüllt er ein 
Der Bedeutung Angesicht. 


* 


EWIGES GOTTGEDENKEN 

Die immer Gottes denken, 

Die haben Herz nicht noch Verstand, 
In einem Meer versunken, 

Das keine Grenze kennt noch Strand! 


* 


Aller Friihling tut sich auf, 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 
Wahlen sich einander aus - 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


Tulpen denken Gottes stet, 

Wenn sie auf dem Pfade geh'n, 
Wenn sie Gottes Schónheit seh'n - 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


Gold'ne Bliiten denken Sein, 
Dunkles Veilchen dankt Ihm fein, 
Alle Garten, Wiesen, Rain - 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


Schmerzerfüllt' Basilienkraut 
Betet Litaneien laut, 

Wie es an den Weg gebaut. 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


* 


Liebe fiihlt der Judasbaum, 

Hat ein Schloß am Wüstensaum, 
Übt sich innerlich und laut – 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


Alle Nelken weinten hier, 
Sagten's, wie sie's konnten, hier, 
Alle Blumen sprachen so - 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


Rosen blicken und sie kreisen 
Und betrachten diese Weisen, 
Neigen sich vor diesen Weisen. 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


Malve stolz im Raume steht: 
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„Komm, vergif; nicht das Gebet!" 
»Herr, verlasse uns doch nicht!" 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


Selbst die Lilie hoch im Rat 
Beugt den Hals auf diesem Pfad, 
Wie es jedem Diener ziemt. 
Blumen beten Rosenkranz. 


* 


Mit Bergen und mit Steinen auch 
will ich Dich rufen, Herr, o Herr! 
Mit Vögeln friih im Morgenhauch 
will ich Dich rufen, Herr, o Herr! 


Mit Fischen in des Wassers Grund, 
Gazellen in der Wiste rund, 

Mit ,Yahu!" aus der Toren Mund 
will ich Dich rufen, Herr, o Herr! 


Mit Jesus hoch im Himmelsland, 
Mit Moses an des Berges Rand, 

Mit diesem Stab in meiner Hand 
will ich Dich rufen, Herr, o Herr! 


Mit Hiob, der vor Schmerz versteint, 


Mit Jakob, dessen Auge weint, 


Und mit Muhammad, deinem Freund, 


will ich Dich rufen, Herr, o Herr! 


Mit Dank und Preis und Lobeswort, 
Mit 'Gott ist Einer', höchstem Hort, 
Barhauptig, barfuß, immerfort 

will ich Dich rufen, Herr, o Herr! 


Mit lesend frommer Zungen Hallen, 
Mit Turteltauben, Nachtigallen, 
Mit denen, die Gott lieben, allen 
will ich Dich rufen, Herr, o Herr! 


* 


Im Paradies die Fliisse all, 

Sie flieBen mit dem Ruf: , Allah", 
Und dort auch jede Nachtigall, 
Sie singt und singt „Allah, Allah" 


Des Tubabaumes Zweige dicht, 
Die Zunge, die Koranwort spricht, 
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Des Paradieses Rosen licht, 
Sie duften nur , Allah, Allah". 


Die Stimme sind aus Licht so klar, 
Aus Silber ist der Blatter Schar, 
Die Zweige, die entsprossen gar, 
Sie sprossen mit dem Ruf: , Allah". 


Die Huris an dem hohen Ort, 

Sie strahlen mehr als Mondlicht dort, 
Und Moschus, Ambra ist ihr Wort - 
Sie wandeln mit den Ruf: ,, Allah" 


* 


Die je von Herzen heiß geminnt, 
Von deren Aug' die Trane rinnt, 

Bis ganz und gar von Licht sie sind - 
Sie sagen immer nur , Allah". 


Die Himmelstür ward aufgetan, 
Erbarmen füllt nun alles an. 

Das Tor der Paradiesesbahn 

Tut auf sich mit dem Ruf: , Allah". 


Du, Yunus, sollst zum Freunde geh'n! 
Lass' nicht das Heut bis morgen steh'n! 
Denn morgen will zu Gott ich geh'n 
Will wandern mit dem Ruf: , Allah" 
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MACEDONIAN 


* 


Од денот кога Мевлана He погледна, неговите убави погледи се огледало Ha нашето срце. 


Od denot koga Mevlana пе pogledna, negovite ubavi pogledi se ogledalo na našeto srce. 


* 


Целта Ha ученето е да го спознаеш Господ / Ако He си свесен за тоа што го читаш и учеш 
тоа с само празен труд / Не се фали со тоа дека многу си научил и многу си побожен / 
Бидезки ако дервишите не ги сметаш за исправни сиот труд ке ти биде напразно. 


Celta na učeneto e da go spoznaeš Gospod / Ako пе si svesen za toa što go čitaš i učeš toa s 
samo prazen trud / Ne se fali so toa deka mnogu si naučil i mnogu si pobožen / Bidezki ako 
dervišite ne gi smetaš za ispravni siot trud ke ti bide naprazno. 

ж 


Е) Дервиш унус, зборовите не ги кажува криво, кажува ги право. Бидезки ке доде еден 
Молла Касим што ке те провери и ке ти бара обаснуватье за овие зборови. 


Ej Derviš unus, zborovite ne gi kažuva krivo, kažuva gi pravo. Bidezki ke dode eden Molla 
Kasim što ke te proveri i ke ti bara obasnuvat'e za ovie zborovi 


* 


Ha собирот од Мевлана имаше музика и забава. / Tamy знаените луге, знаеа што ангелите 
им пишуваат на лугето од гревовите и севапите. 


Na sobirot od Mevlana imaše muzika i zabava. / Tamu znaenite luge, znaea što angelite im 
pišuvaat na lugeto od grevovite i sevapite. 


* 


Од денот кога Мевлана He погледна, неговите убави погледи се огледало на нашето срце. 


Od denot koga Mevlana пе pogledna, negovite ubavi pogledi se ogledalo na našeto srce. 


* 


Срехата Ha YyHyc my e bo Тапдук, Салтук и Барак, срцето MH трепери, cero ова ми Aoara OA 
орце, како ас то да го скридам? 


Srehata па Yunus mu e bo Tapduk, Saltuk i Barak, srceto mi treperi, seto ova mi doaga od огсе, 
kako as to da go skridam? 


* 


Талкам од град во град, барам пријател насекаде. / Бидејки сум тажен, никој He 3Hae што 
ми ce случи; Дојдете и видете што прави љубовта. 


Talkam od grad vo grad, baram prijatel nasekade. / Bidejki sum tažen, nikoj пе znae što mi se 
sluči; Dojdete i videte što pravi ljubovta. 
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* 


Ги прошетав Анадолца, Дамаск и сите градови OA северот. Ho покраз тоа што многу сакав, 
не сретнав неко] кутар како мене. 


Gi prošetav Anadolca, Damask i site gradovi od severot. No pokraz toa što mnogu sakav, пе 
sretnav nekoi kutar kako mene. 


* 


Үунус овие зборови ги составува како исто KAKO мед и маст да Maka. / YyHyc тоа што им TO 
нуди на народот не е сол, туку е скапоцен камен. 


Yunus ovie zborovi gi sostavuva kako isto kako med i mast da maka. / Yunus toa što im go nudi 
na narodot ne e sol, tuku e skapocen kamen. 


* 


Шетазки ce наутро ги видов гробовите во гробиштата. / Таму ги видов нежните тела OA 
минатото смешани со урната зема. 


Šetazki se nautro gi vidov grobovite vo grobištata. / Tamu gi vidov nežnite tela od minatoto 
smešani so urnata zema. 


* 


Престани да мислиш Ha CMPTTA, бидезки залубените не умираат, тие се вечни. / Што ke му 
е смрита на залубениот, бидезки то ке се сретне со Божото светло. 


Prestani da misliš na smrtta, bidezki zalubenite ne umiraat, tie se večni. / Što ke mu e smrita па 
zalubeniot, bidezki to ke se sretne so Božoto svetlo. 


* 


Зальубените BO ово свет на краз ке се покаат. / Сите работи OA ово свет што човекот мисли 
дека се негови, (на другиот свет) ке му бидат непризатели. 


Zal'ubenite vo ovo svet na kraz ke se pokaat. / Site raboti od ovo svet što čovekot misli deka se 
negovi, (na drugiot svet) ke mu bidat neprizateli. 


* 


Остави a крупата и престолот од ово; свет, силата за да го направил тоа Ke а надеш BO себе. 
/ Благословениот Мухаммед му се моли на Бога да ни опрости, (на судниот ден) Tamy € 
нашиот посредник. 


Ostavi a krupata i prestolot od ovo; svet, silata za da go napravil toa ke a nadeš vo sebe. / 
Blagosloveniot Muhammed mu se moli na Boga da ni oprosti, (na sudniot den) tamu e našiot 
posrednik. 


* 


Дервишлокот He ce COCTOH од една мантиа и еден кулав', т.е. дервишлокот нее BO 
надворешниот изглед. / Ha TO што € дервиш BO срцето, нему мантиа He му треба. 
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Dervislokot ne se sostoi od edna mantia i eden kulav', t.e. dervislokot ne e vo nadvorešniot 
izgled. / Na to što e derviš vo srceto, nemu mantia ne mu treba. 


* 


Науката е да стекнеш знаее, знаенето е да се дознаеш самиот себе си. / Ако ти самиот себе 
си не се дознаеш, како yueHe © TOA такво? 


Naukata e da stekneš znaee, znaeneto e da se doznaeš samiot sebe si. / Ako ti samiot sebe si ne 
se doznaeš, kako učene e toa takvo? 


* 


Koja e целта Ha ученето? Се разбира дека целта Ha ученьето e запознаване на Господ. / Ако 
не си свесен за тоа што го учиш, тогаш TOA e само еден празен труд. 


Која e celta па učeneto? Зе razbira deka celta па učen'eto e zapoznavane па Gospod. / Ako пе 
si svesen za toa što go učiš, togaš toa e samo eden prazen trud. 


* 


Има такви зборови што можат да а прекинат воната, но има TAKBH зборови што можат да 
го погубат човекот / А некои зборови и лутото адене можат да го направат вкусно и убаво 
како мед и маст. 


Ima takvi zborovi što možat da а prekinat vonata, по ima takvi zborovi što možat da go pogubat 
čovekot / A nekoi zborovi i lutoto adene možat da go napravat vkusno i ubavo kako med i 
mast. 


* 


Човекот треба да знае KO 360p кога да го каже, и не треба да кажува лоши зборови. / 
Бидезки со еден убав збор пеколот на ово свет може да се претвори во ра. 


Čovekot treba da znae ko zbor koga da go kaže, i ne treba da kažuva loši zborovi. / Bidezki so 
eden ubav zbor pekolot na ovo svet može da se pretvori vo ra. 
ж 


E унус! Колку убаво си кажал, како мед и шекер да CH адел. / ас ro наздов назубавиот мед, 
па ако сакаат нека ми го разграбаат кошарето со мед. 


Е unus! Kolku ubavo si kažal, kako med i šeker da si adel. / as go nazdov nazubaviot med, ра 
ako sakaat neka mi go razgrabaat košareto so med. 


* 


Jac порано He бев BAKOB, HO Cera лубовта MH влезе BO срието. Срцето e на мака CO лубовта, 
вриезки излева. 


Jas рогапо пе bev vakov, no sega lubovta mi vleze vo srieto. Srceto e па maka so lubovta, 
vriezki izleva. 
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* 


Bo голема заблуда се лугето што не горат од лубов, што He мислат дека Ke умрат и тие што 
спизат иако очите им се отворени. 


Vo golema zabluda se lugeto što ne gorat od lubov, što ne mislat deka ke umrat i tie što spizat 
iako očite im se otvoreni. 


* 


Порано лубовта за мене беше само една замисла, н Господ тоа за мене лесно го направи. 
Дервишот Уунус беше една птица, та одлета и отиде OA помегу лутето. 


Рогапо lubovta za mene beše samo edna zamisla, п Gospod toa za mene lesno go napravi. 
Dervišot Yunus beše edna ptica, ta odleta i otide od pomegu lugeto. 


* 


О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед, моата душа нека биде жртва на TBOOT 
пат. / О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед, доди биди посредник на ово 
кутар роб, помоли му се не Господ да ми прости. 


O ti ko imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed, moata duša neka bide žrtva na tvoot pat. / 
O ti ko imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed, dodi bidi posrednik na ovo kutar rob, 
pomoli mu se ne Gospod da mi prosti. 


* 


О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед, нема сомнеж BO тоа дека ти си Божи 
пратеник. Tue што нема да те следат, т.е. што нема Aa ги слушаат твоите совети ке умрат 
како неверници. Што ке My € Ha Уунус ово} свет без тебе? 


O ti ko imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed, nema somnez vo toa deka ti si Bozi 
pratenik. Tie što nema da te sledat, t.e. što nema da gi slušaat tvoite soveti ke umrat kako 
nevernici. Sto ke mu e na Yunus ovoj svet bez tebe? 


* 


Nac ce залубив Bo Господ и He можам Aa Ce наситам на BKYCOT OA оваа Ay60B. Cera влегов BO 
кругот на дервишите, мене не ми треба ништо друго освен Господ, мене Господ мие 
доволен. 


Las se zalubiv vo Gospod i пе možam da se nasitam па vkusot od ovaa lubov. Sega vlegov vo 
krugot na dervišite, mene ne mi treba ništo drugo osven Gospod, mene Gospod mi e dovolen. 


* 


Зас секогаш горам, виказки Боже, Боже! Ако He викам Боже ac нема да значам ништо и CO 
иладници маки Ke плачам. Мене не ми треба ништо друго освен Господ, мене само Господ 
ми е доволен. 


Zas sekogaš goram, vikazki Bože, Bože! Ako пе vikam Bože as nema da značam ništo i so 


iladnici maki ke plačam. Mene ne mi treba ništo drugo osven Gospod, mene samo Gospod mi 
e dovolen. 
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* 


На ово свет He постои не залубен човек. Секоз човек сигурно е BO нешто залубен. Ha ово 
свет што Господ 20 створил постоат сто илади врсти Ha лубов. Па ти одбери ja raa убов 
што тебе намногу ти одговара. 


Na ovo svet пе postoi пе zaluben čovek. Sekoz čovek sigurno e vo nešto zaluben. Na ovo svet 
što Gospod 20 stvoril postoat sto iladi vrsti na lubov. Pa ti odberi ja taa ubov što tebe namnogu 
ti odgovara. 


* 


Што му прават на сувото дрво? Го сечат и ro палат. E приатели, слуша;те ме добро, лубовта 
е како сонце, додека незалубеното срце е како камен. 


Što mu pravat na suvoto drvo? Go sečat i go palat. Е priateli, sluša;te me dobro, lubovta e kako 
sonce, dodeka nezalubenoto srce e kako kamen. 


* 


Ако еднаш си скршил нечие срце, HE моли се напразно, бидезки срцето е Божза кука, ако 
го скриши молитвата што ке а сториш нема да ти биде примена. / Ако ти си таков човек, и 
целото човечанство да те мие нема да бидеш чист. 


Ako ednaš si skršil nečie srce, ne moli se naprazno, bidezki srceto e 80222 kuka, ako go skriši 
molitvata što ke a storiš nema da ti bide primena. / Ako ti si takov čovek, i celoto čovečanstvo 
da te mie nema da bideš čist. 


* 


Пат е то што право води, око е тоа што гледа во Господ. / (Добар) човек e то што e 
скромен, окото што лугето ги гледа од високо нее око. 


Pat e to što pravo vodi, oko e toa što gleda vo Gospod. / (Dobar) čovek e to što e skromen, 
okoto što lugeto gi gleda od visoko ne e oko. 


* 


Jac гореки шетам за да го наздам Господ и изгорев OA лубовта спрема Господ. / Зас не сум 
ни паметен ни луд, дозди да видиш што с ми направи лубовта. 


Jas goreki šetam za da go nazdam Gospod i izgorev od lubovta sprema Gospod. / Zas пе sum ni 
pameten ni lud, dozdi da vidiš što s mi napravi lubovta. 


Секогаш Aa го спомнуваме името Ha Господ и да викаме „Аллах", тогаш ке видеме што с 
Господ ке направи за нас./ Да стоиме право на неговиот пат, тогаш ке видеме што с Господ 
ке направи за нас. 
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Sekogaš da go spomnuvame imeto na Gospod i da vikame , Allah", togaš ke videme što s 
Gospod ke napravi za nas./ Da stoime pravo na negoviot pat, togaš ke videme što s Gospod ke 
napravi za nas. 


* 


Плачи виказки Боже, Боже! Бидезки с што постои My припага нему. / Од Hero да 6apame 
да ни ги исполни желбите, тогаш ке видеме што с Господ ке направи за нас. 


Plači vikazki Bože, Bože! Bidezki s što postoi mu pripaga nemu. / Od Nego da barame dani gi 
ispolni želbite, togaš ke videme što s Gospod ke napravi za nas. 


* 


Боже мо, мене ме обзеде твоата лубов и ас HOK и ден горам со TBOATA лубов. Боже мо;, мене 
само ти ми требаш, ти си ми потребен. 


Bože mo, mene me obzede tvoata lubov i as nok i den goram so tvoata lubov. Bože mo;, mene 
samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi potreben. 


* 


Боже мо, ас ниту на богатството му се радувам, ниту пак OA сиромаштиата се плачам, 
бидезки ас сум задоволен со TBOÏATA лубов, и CO Hea ce тешам. Боже MO;, мене само TH ми 
требаш, ти си ми потребен. 


Bože mo, аз nitu па bogatstvoto mu se raduvam, nitu pak od siromaštiata зе plačam, bidezki as 
sum zadovolen so tvoíata lubov, i so nea se team. Bože mo;, mene samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi 
potreben. 


* 


О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед! Моата душа нека биде жртва на 
твоот пат. / О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед, дозди биди посредник на 
ово кутар роб, помоли му се на Господ да ми прости. 


O ti ko imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed! Moata duša neka bide žrtva па tvoot pat. 
/ Oti ko imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed, 40741 bidi posrednik na ovo kutar rob, 
pomoli mu se na Gospod da mi prosti. 


* 


Верниците на ово свет имаат големи маки; тие ке уживаат и ке бидат срекни на другиот 
свет; О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед, ти си избран миленик над 
осумнаесете илади светови. 


Vernicite na ovo svet imaat golemi maki; Че ke uživaat i ke bidat srekni na drugiot svet; O ti ko 
imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed, ti si izbran milenik nad osumnaesete iladi svetovi. 


* 


О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед! Tu си TO што ги прошета седумте 
спрата од небото и се искачи на нависоката точка од аршот" и бараше опрост за meojom 
уммет 
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O ti ko imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed! Ти si to što gi prošeta sedumte sprata od 
neboto i se iskači na navisokata točka od arsot" i baraše oprost za meojom ummet 


* 


Tue четворица (Ебу Бекир, Омер, Осман, Али) се назблиските негови призатели. / Tue 
што го сакаат Мухаммед cmoj подалеку од гревовите. Мухаммед ко има убаво име, аи 
самиот е убав е султан на осумнаесете илади светови. 


Tie četvorica (Ebu Bekir, Omer, Osman, АН) se nazbliskite negovi prizateli. / Tie što go sakaat 
Muhammed cmoj podaleku od grevovite. Muhammed Ко ima ubavo ime, a i samiot e ubav e 
sultan na osumnaesete iladi svetovi. 


* 


Нема место за мене на ово свет, т.е. бездомник сум; ас ке одам ка Господ, сакам ка господ 
да стигнам. / ас сум султан на овоз свет но круната и престолот мие ка Господ. 


Nema mesto za mene na ovo svet, t.e. bezdomnik sum; as ke odam Ка Gospod, sakam ka 
gospod da stignam. / as sum sultan na ovoz svet no krunata i prestolot mi e ka Gospod. 


* 


Боже Mo, каз и да погледнам тебе те гледам CO OKOBO мое, а и ако зборувам, зборувам за 
тебе. / За мене не постои повредно нешто од копнежот по тебе. 


Bože mo, kaz i da poglednam tebe te gledam so okovo moe, a i ako zboruvam, zboruvam za 
tebe. / Za mene ne postoi povredno nešto od kopnežot po tebe. 


* 


Ако еднаш си скршил нечие срце, HE моли Ce напразно, бидезки срчето е Божда кука, и ако 
го скрииш нема да ти биде примена молитвата. / Ако ти си таков човек, и седумдесет и два 
народи, т.е. и целото човечанство да те мие нема да може да те исчисти. 


Ako ednaš si skršil nečie srce, ne moli se naprazno, bidezki srčeto e 80202 kuka, i ako go skriiš 
nema da ti bide primena molitvata. / Ako ti si takov čovek, i sedumdeset i dva narodi, t.e. i 
celoto čovečanstvo da te mie nema da može da te isčisti. 


* 


Пат е то што право води, око е тоа што гледа во Господ. / (Добар) човек е то што e 
скромен, окото што лугето ги гледа од високо не е око. 


Pat e to što pravo vodi, oko e toa što gleda vo Gospod. / (Dobar) čovek e to što e skromen, 
okoto što lugeto gi gleda od visoko ne e oko. 


* 


Ако си нашол вистински духовен водич, ако си тренал на правиот пат, ако си направил 
некое добро дело во името на Господ, за тоа едно добро ке ти се возврати илзада пати 
повеке, а не помалку. 
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Ako si 22501 vistinski duhoven vodič, ako si trenal na praviot pat, ako si napravil nekoe dobro 
delo vo imeto na Gospod, za toa edno dobro ke ti se vozvrati ilzada pati poveke, a ne pomalku. 


* 


Уунус овие зборови ги составува исто како мед и мас да мака. / Yunus тоа што им го нуди 
на народот He e COA, туку e скапоцен KaMeH. 


Yunus ovie zborovi gi sostavuva isto kako med i mas da maka. / Yunus toa što im go nudi na 
narodot ne e sol, tuku e skapocen kamen. 


* 


О ти ко имаш убаво име и самиот си убав Мухаммед! Што ке му се и двата света на унус 
без тебе. Нема сомнеж во тоа дека ти си Божи пратеник. Тие што нема да те следат, ке 
умрат како неверници. 


O ti ko imaš ubavo ime i samiot si ubav Muhammed! Što ke mu se i dvata sveta па unus bez 
tebe. Nema somnež vo toa deka ti si Boži pratenik. Tie što nema da te sledat, ke umrat kako 
nevernici. 


* 


Знаенето e Aaj дознаеш науката, знаенето е да се дознаеш самиот себе си. / Ако ти самиот 
себе си не се дознаеш, какво ученее тоа такво? 


Znaeneto e da j doznaeš naukata, znaeneto e da se doznaeš samiot sebe si. / Ako ti samiot sebe 
si ne se doznaeš, kakvo učene e toa takvo? 


* 


Koja е целта Ha ученьето? Се разбира дека целта Ha ученьето е запознаване на Господ. / 
Ако не си свесен за тоа што го учиш, тогаш тоа е само еден празен труд. 


Koja e celta па učen'eto? Se razbira deka celta na učen'eto e zapoznavane na Gospod. / Ako ne 
si svesen za toa što go učiš, togaš toa e samo eden prazen trud. 
ж 


Значеньето на четирите свети книги" се крие во буквата елиф?. Покра толку учене, ако ти 
не си разбрал што значи буквата елиф, тогаш какво учене е тоа? 


Značen'eto na četirite sveti knigi" se krie vo bukvata elif?. Pokra tolku učene, ako ti ne si 
razbral što znači bukvata elif, togaš kakvo učene e toa? 


* 


Jac сум кутар, беспомошен YyHyc, целиот сум BO рани поради лубовта. / Далеку сум од 
моите призатели; дозди да видиш што с ми направи лубовта. 


sum kutar, bespomošen Yunus, celiot sum vo rani poradi lubovta. / Daleku sum od moite‏ 35ل 
prizateli; dozdi da vidiš što s mi napravi lubovta.‏ 
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Лас шетам и горам за да го наздам Господ, изгорев oA рубовта кон Господ. / Зас не сум ни 
паметен HH AYA, доди да видиш што сми направи лубовта. 


Лаз šetam i goram za da go nazdam Gospod, izgorev od rubovta kon Gospod. / Zas ne sum ni 
pameten ni lud, dodi da vidiš što s mi napravi lubovta. 


* 


Понекогаш дувам како ветровите, понекогаш прашам како патиштата. / Понекогаш 
збеснувам како поплавите; доди да видиш што с ми направи лубовта. 


* 


Возбуден од лубовта бучам како водата што тече и болно ми гори срцето; Ja спомнувам 
саканата и плачам, доди да видиш што сми направи лубовта. 


Ponekogaš duvam kako vetrovite, ponekogaš prašam kako patištata. / Ponekogaš zbesnuvam 
kako poplavite; dodi da vidiš što s mi napravi lubovta. 


* 


Или фати ме за рака и дигни ме Ha нозе, или земи ме Ka тебе; Ти мене многу Me расплака, 
насмевни ме веке еднаш; доди да видиш што с ми направи лубовта. 


Ш fati me za raka i digni me na noze, Ш zemi me ka tebe; Ti mene mnogu me rasplaka, 


nasmevni me veke ednaš; dodi da vidiš što s mi napravi lubovta. 
ж 


ас се шетам од град во град, насекаде барам еден призател. / Нико не знае што ми се 
случува во тугина; дозди да видиш што с ми направи лубовта. 


as se šetam od grad vo grad, nasekade baram eden prizatel. / Niko пе znae što mi se slučuva vo 
tugina; dozdi da vidiš što s mi napravi lubovta. 


* 


Мернун ce сторив бараки а саканата MOA и само неа а сонувам. / Откако ке ce разбудам ce 
растажувам, кога ке разберам дека сето тоа било сон. 


Mecnun se storiv baraki а sakanata moa i samo nea а sonuvam. / Otkako ke se razbudam se 
rastažuvam, koga ke razberam deka seto toa bilo son. 


* 


Pajom што лугето многу го посакуваат се COCTOM OA HEKOAKY хурии" и HEKOAKY палати. 
Боже мо, pajom daj им го Ha тие што го посакуваат, мене само TH MH требаш, TH си ми 
потребен. 


Pajom što lugeto mnogu go posakuvaat se sostoi od nekolku Баги" i nekolku palati. Bože mo, 
pajom daj im go na tie što go posakuvaat, mene samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi potreben. 


* 


Зас ce викам Уунус и OA ден на ден ми расте OraHOT OA лубовта; Боже мо! ти си 
единственото нешто што го посакувам на двата света, мене само ти ми требаш. 
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Zas se vikam Yunus i od den na den mi raste oganot od lubovta; Bože moi ti si edinstvenoto 
nešto što go posakuvam na dvata sveta, mene samo ti mi trebaš. 


* 


Боже Mo, мене Me обзеде тводата лубов и ас HOK и ден горам со TBOATA лубов. Боже мо, мене 
само ти ми требаш, ти си ми потребен. 


Bože mo, mene me obzede tvodata lubov i as nok i den goram so tvoata lubov. Bože mo, mene 
samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi potreben. 


* 


Боже Mo, ac ниту Ha богатството му се радувам, ниту пак OA сиромаштиата се плачам, 
бидезки } сум задоволен со твоата лубов, и со неа се тешам. Боже мо, мене само ти ми 
требаш, ти си ми потребен. 


Bože mo, аз nitu па bogatstvoto mu se raduvam, nitu pak od siromaštiata se plačam, bidezki j 
sum zadovolen so tvoata lubov, i so nea se tešam. Bože mo, mene samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi 
potreben. 


* 


воата лубов, залубените ги откажува OA сите желби ги оладува од ово свет и ги убива пред 
да умрат. Твоата лубов залубените ги нурка во морето на лубовта и ги исполнува со тебе. 
Боже мо, мене само ти ми требаш, ти си ми потребен. 


voata lubov, zalubenite gi otkažuva od site želbi gi oladuva od ovo svet i gi ubiva pred da umrat. 
Tvoata lubov zalubenite gi nurka vo moreto na lubovta i gi ispolnuva so tebe. Bože mo, mene 
samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi potreben. 


* 


Да се напиам OA твоето вино на лубовта" и да фатам низ планине како Мецнун. Нок и ден 
само на тебе мислам; Боже мо, мене само ти ми требаш, ти си ми потребен. 


Da se napiam od tvoeto vino na lubovta" i da fatam niz planine kako Mecnun. Nok i den samo 
na tebe mislam; Bože mo, mene samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi potreben. 


* 


Ha суфиите муабет им треба, на тие што работат за другиот свет другиот свет им треба, на 
тие што ce како Меинун Лезла им треба, но мене Боже M03, само ти ми требаш, TH CH ми 
потребен. 


Na зай Це muabet im treba, na Че što rabotat za drugiot svet drugiot svet im treba, na tie što se 
kako Meinun Lezla im treba, no mene Bože moz, samo ti mi trebaš, ti si mi potreben. 
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ITALIAN 
QUESTA MIA ANIMA. 
Forse che questa mia anima 
Verra affrancata, Dio mio? 
Oppure nei sette inferni 
Restera a bruciare, Dio mio? 


Lo stato in cui mi trovo, 

Le mie condizioni sotto terra, 

Il luogo in cui andrò giacere 

Sarà pieno di scorpioni, Dio mio? 


Quanda l'anima mi giungerà alla gola, 
Quando vedrù l'Angelo della Morte, 
Quand'egli prenderà la mia vita 

Ciò sarà facile, Dio mio? 


Dio divenuto giudice 

Sarà contento di noi? 

Il Profeta, dopo averci visto, 
Intercederà per noi, Dio mio? 


Quando Yunus andrà in sepoltura, 
Quando verranno Munkir e Nekir 

A porci le loro domande, 

La mia lingua saprà rispondere, Dio mio? 


COLUI CHE MI HA INVIATO QUI 

Colui chemi ha inviato qui sa per quale scopo son venuto, 
La mia sede non è in questo mondo, venni con un incarico 
e andrò via. 


Molte volte sono venuto al mondo e me ne sono andato, 
ho afferrato la veste dei santi, 
Ho udito la voce della Potenza, ribollendo mi sono esaltato. 


Con dure parole ho distrutto cuori, mi sono fatto fuoco 
e ho infiammato le anime, 

Ho trasferito a questa gente il mio segreto, ho ammirato 
lo spettacolo del mondo. 


Fui io Idris il cucitore, son divenuto Set e ho tessuto la tela, 
Soppirando la splendida voce di Davide io sono venuto 
a gemere. 


Sono stato preso d'amore, mi sono perduto per quel volto 


puro, per quelle labbra di miele, 
Ho gettato lo sguardo a quegli occhi neri, fino a quelle 
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nere sopracciglia. 


Fui Mosé salii sul Sinai, fui montone ed andai al sacrificio, 
Fui Ali ed impugnai la spada, venni a pugnare 
in campo aperto. 


Sulle rive del mare fui il secchio che trae acqua dal pozzo, 
Fui preghiera sulle labbra di Gesu, venni quaggit a operare. 


Fui luna e venni al mondo, fui nuvola e salii in cielo, 
Fui pioggia e scesi sulla terra, fui luce e giunsi al sole. 


Per chi é oggetto di chiacchiere, per chi apre gli occhi sul 
giusto sentiero, 

Mi son messo tra chi sa e chi distingue, mi sono messo a 
sognare. 


E' mio il suo rimedio doloroso, è mia quella miniera di gnosi, 
Sono io Mosè di Imran, sono io che ho attraversato il Sinai. 


La mia strade è divenuta per te una tappa, é Dio che parla ogni mattina. 
Sulla bocca di Yunus Emre son divenuto Dio e son finito 
sulla bocca di tutti. 


HO PERCORSO TUTTA LA TERRA. 
Ho percorso tutta la terra, quanti eroi giacciono in essa, 
E grandi e piccoli gaicciono, uomini dalla cintura valorosa. 


Chi giovane e chi vecchio, chi ministro o dottore della Legge, 
S'è fatto notte il lor giorno e tutti quanti qui giacciono. 


Camminarono su giusti sentieri, conobbero l'arte della 
scritture, 

Ebbero lingue d'usignuolo, furon valenti consiglieri e qui 
giacciono. 


Grandi e piccoli hanno pianto, i nobili eroi sono caduti, 
Accanto hanno gli archi spezzati, le frecce legate e qui 
giacciono. 


Si levarono polveroni sui loro cavalli, rullarono innanzi a loro 
i tamburi, 
Giacciono illustri signori i cui editti eran legge per tutti. 


Giovinetti che andavan parlando notte e di con voci soavi 


Giacciono attendendo la tomba della madre da cui furon 
separati. 
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Tutte le loro schiave dalle mani tinte d'alcanna, dalle dolci 
labbra, 

Le lor dame alte come una lancia e col volto di rosa qui 
giacciono. 


Tutti han le mani legate, sono in Dio le loro speranze, 
Le fanciulle in attesa di nozze, con le attese deluse, 
qui giacciono. 


Yunus non conosce il proprio stato, Dio غ‎ Colui che lo 
fa parlare, 
Quante giovani spose qui giacciono, coi puri volti di luna. 


UNA PAURA MI HA AFFERRATO. 
Una paura mi ha afferrato, che mai sara di me? 
Se non riuscirò a trovar rimedio, che mai sara di me? 


La mia anima si divide dal corpo, si prepara alla 
partenza, 

Si distruggera il ricamo di quest'apparenza, che mai sara 
di me? 


Quando заго spogliato della mia veste terrenae lavato 
sara il mio corpo secondo il rituale, 
Quando sarò portato alla terra, che mai sarà di me 


Quando gli altri se ne andranno ed io resterò solo 
nella tomba, 
Quando verranno Munkir e Nekir, che mai sara di me? 


Non сопзегуего mani né piedi, non resteranno la mia 
mente e la mia scienza, 

Quando nessuna risposta dara pit la mia lingua, che mai 
sara di me? 


Quando mi leveranno dalla tomba e la bilancia della 
verita sara aprontata 

E verra fatto il conto di tutte le mie azioni, che mai sara 
di me? 


L'umile Yunus pronuncia queste parole con gli occhi 
pieni di lacrime di sangue, 
Egli volge lo sguardo alla Tua Sede, che mai sara di me? 


BISOGNA CHIEDERE A CHI SA. 

Bisogna chiedere a chi sa che è stato dell'anima che 
era in questo corpo, 

L'anima è la potenza di Dio, che è stato del sangue 
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che era nelle vene? 


П pensiero ё un garzone di servizio, la preoccupazione ё 
la miniera dell'inquietudine, 

Questi lamenti sono la veste dell'amore, che é stato del 
principe che sedeva sul trono? 


Siano grazie alla Sua Unita, ecco, Egli ha creato dal nulla, 
Giacchć davvero non esistiamo, che ё stato del 
regno dell'esistenza? 


11 Signore ci ha creati per farci vedere questo mondo, 
Questo mondo non č eterno, che č stato del regno che 
era di Salomone? 


A Yunus che appartiene a Tapduk domandate cosa 
ha compreso di questo mondo, 


Questo mondo terreno non é stabile, che é stato di te e di me? 


CHE UN GIORNO PRESSO QUEL SANTO. 
Che un giorno presso quel Santo io possa arrivare piangendo, 
Che all'Angelo della Morte l'anima io possa dare piangendo. 


Mi prenda la Morte l'anima passino la mia vita e i miei giorni, 
Sia la mia veste un sudario, ch'io possa indossarlo piangendo. 


Ch'io vada bruciando, il pianto dei miei occhi si muti 
in sangue, 
Che un di in quell'oscura tomba io possa entrare piangendo. 


Sigilli mi chiuderanno la bocca, catene terranno il mio collo, 
Che il registro delle mie azioni io prenda in mano piangendo. 
Questo è il compito del mistico Yunus, sul "' 
sia sacrificato, 

A chi ci è compagno di fede ch'io possa dirlo piangendo. 


sentiero" egli 


SIATE PRONTI! 

Siate pronti per la vostra ora, il termine fatale esiste e un 
giorno arriverà. 

La tua anima d'uccello è in deposito, ha un padrone che 
un di la riprenderà. 


Anche se mille volte tenterai di fuffire, se varcherai i 
sette mari, 

Se romperai l'involucro e volerai, il termine fatale un di ti 
troverà. 
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Chi non viene a questo consesso, chi no accetta i 
consigli dati 

Chi non conosce neanche l'abbicci imparerà un giorno a 
leggere. 


Non toccheranno più, le mani che toccavano, 
marciranno le lingue che ora parlano, 
I beni procurati con amore desteranno in di ai tuoi eredi. 


Yunus Emre dice questo, percorre l'oceanio dell'amore, 
Quegli alti chioschi e palazzi diverranno un giorno rovino. 


SE TI OCCORRE UNA LEZIONE. 
Se ti occorre ula lezione vieni a vedere queste tombe, 
Se sei pietra fonderai, quando verrai a vederle. 


Avevano grandi ricchezze, vieni a vedere il loro stato, 
Il loro ultimo margine aera una veste senza maniche. 


Dov'è chi diceva "E' mio", chi s'annoiava di chioschi e 
palazzi? 
Or giacciono in una dimora ch'è fatta oramai di pietre. 


Senza tornare a casa o recitare preghiere canoniche, 
Non troveranno più signoria, è trascorso ormai il loro tempo. 


Dove son le lor belle parole, dove quei volti di sole? 
Essi si sono perduti, non se ne trova più traccia. 


Un di erano principi, avevano assunto guardiani, 
Vieni, non potrai più distinguere i principi dai servitori. 


Non hanno dimore né porte, né cibo hanno più da mangiare, 
Luce non han da vedere, s'è fatto notte il lor giorno. 


Un giorno anche tu, o Yunus, troverai tutto ciò che ho detto, 
Subirai anche tu il destino che è stato già dato loro. 


SOTTO LA NERA TERRA. 
Ho passeggiato a lungo e ho visto i sepolcri, al mattino, 


Uniti alla nera terra ho visto quei corpi delicati. 


I corpi putridi, fattisi terra, giacciono nascosti nei sepolcri, 
Ho visto vene svuotate, sangue versato, lenzuoli funebri corrotti. 


Ho visto pieni i sepolcri diroccati e le dimore irriconoscibili, 
Tutti loro in umana miseria ho visto, in terribile stato. 
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Son loro impraticabili accampamenti estivi ed invernali, 
Но visto le lingue impastate, ormai mute, nelle lor bocche. 


Alcuni in stato di ebbrezza, altri in lieta compagnia, 
Altri in tristezza, ho visto, i lor giorni fattisi neri. 


Sono freddi quei quei neri occhi, indistinti i volti di luna, 
Sotto la terra ho visto mani che coglievano rose. 


Alcuni han curvato il capo e affidato i lor corpi alla terra, 
Offesi verso la madre se ne andarono chinando il capo. 


Alcuni si lamentano e piangono, i démoni ne abbruciano 
l'anima, 
Son cadute nel fuoco le tombe, ne ho visto uscir fuori il fumo. 


Yunus ha visto li questo ed è venuto a darne notizia, 
Col mio intelletto presente, la conoscenza smarrita, io li vidi. 


LA NORIA DOLOROSA. 

O noria, perchè vai gemendo? 
Ho un gran dolore e gemo, 

Mi sono innamorata del Signore, 
Quindi gemo per Lui. 


Il mio nome è la Noria Dolorosa, 
La mia acqua scorre scintillando, 
Cosi ha ordinato il Sommo Dio, 
Ho un gran dolore e gemo. 


Mi hanno trovata sù in montagna, 
Mi hanno strappato il braccio e l'ala, 
Mi hanno vista degna d'esser noria, 
ho un gran dolore e gemo. 


Ero l'albero di una montagna, 
Non sono dolce né amara, 
Sono serva devota del Signore, 
Ho un gran dolore e gemo. 


Dalla montagna m'han tagliato il ramo, 
S'è rovinato tutto il mio assetto, 

Sono un cantore che mai si stanca, 

Ho un gran dolore e gemo. 


1legnaioli mi hanno dato forma, 
Ogni mia parte è stata messa a punto, 
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Questo mio gemito ё venuto da Dio, 
Ho un gran dolore e gemo. 


Traggo la mia acqua dal profondo, 

La faccio salire fino in alto, 

Guardate quanto grande č il mio sforzo! 
Ho un gran dolore e gemo. 


Yunus, chi viene al mondo non ride, 
Nessuno raggiunge il suo intento, 

In questo mondo effimero nessuno resta, 
Ho un gran dolore e gemo. 


AMICI-FRATELLI-HO PAURA DIMORIRE. 
Amici, fratelli, ho paura di morire, 
Non mi curo della mia morte, troverò ciò che ho fatto. 


Un di si vedrà, ciò che ho fatto di riprovevole mi cadrà 
addosso, 
Son fuor di me per i persieri all'idea di dire "Che fare?". 


Se fossi stato un buon servo, Gli avrei reso un buon servizio, 
Avrei pianto in questo mondo per ridere lassù domani. 


Da quando sono venuto al mondo ho servito la mia anima, 
Non ho fatto nulla di buono per salvarmi poi dal castigo. 


Sventurato, misero Yunus, le mie colpe son molte, che fare? 
Mi son rifugiato presso Dio affinché mi possa perdonare. 


VITA MIA TU MI HAI INGANNATO. 
Vita mia, tu mi hai ingannato, che farò di te, vita mia? 


Tu mi hai immobilizzato, che farò di te, vita mia? 


Sei stata tutta la mia ricchezza, la mia vita dentro di me, 
Sei stata il mio solo sovrano, che farò di te, vita mia? 


Cuore mio, io ti ho odorato proprio come una rosa, 
Divenuto infelice ho pianto, che farò di te, cuore mio? 


Chi viene qui se ne va, gli affari terreni ingannano, 
Piange chi perde la vita, che farò di te, vita mia? 


Il mio bene, il mio male sono scritti, la corda della mia 
vita si consuma, 


L'aspetto esteriore si deteriora, che farò di te, vita mia? 


Se un di, lasciandomi solo, fuggirai, se leverai le tende 


293 


come ип nomade, 
Se mon berrai il vino della morte, che fard di te, vita mia? 


Venga il di in cui resti privo di te, andando in pasto a 
lupi e uccelli, 
Ch'io mi corrompa e divenga terra, che faro di te, vita mia? 


Misero Yunus, lo ignori o non vi badi? 
Non ricordi coloro che muoiono? Che farò di te, vita mia? 


CHI E VENUTO A QUESTO FALSO MONDO. 
Chi è venuto a questo falso mondo e ne è migrato 
Non parla più, non dà più sue notizie. 

Chi è stato ricoperto da ogni specie d'erba 

Non parla più, non dà più sue notizie. 


Su alcuni di loro crescono le erbe, 

Su altri si levano filari di cipressi, 

Eran giovani innocenti, eran giovani leggiadri, 
Essi non parlan più, non dan più lor notizie. 


Sono affondati in terra i loro teneri corpi, 
Son rimaste senza parola le loro dolci lingue, 
Non li dimenticate nelle vostre preghiere, 
Essi non parlan più, non dan più lor notizie. 


Yunus dice: "Guarda che cosa fa il destino! 
Non esistono più ciglia o sopracciglia, 
Accanto alle lor teste son lapidi tombali, 
Essi non parlan più, non dan più lor notizie. 


C'E FORSE IN QUESTO MONDO... 
C'è forse in questo mondo 

un uomo infelice come me? 

Pieno di pensieri, di lacrime, 

C'è un uomo infelice come me? 


Ho visitato l'Anatolia e Damasco 

E tutte le terre a settentrione, 

Ho cercato e non ho potuto trovare 
Un uomo infelice come me. 


Nessuno si senta cosi infelice, 
Non bruci al fuoco delle separazione, 
Nessuno sia, o mio Maestro, 


Un uomo infelice come me. 


Parlino della morte d'un infelice, 
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Tre giorni dopo se ne sappia la notizia, 
Lavino con l'acqua fredda il corpo 
Di chi è infelice come me. 


lo vado parlando e piangendo, 
mio cuore è in pena per chi è solo, 
La mia stella che è nel firmamento 
Può essere infelice come me? 


Perchè devo soffrire un tal dolore? 
Verrà la morte e un giorno morirò, 
Potrò trovare nella mia tomba 

Un uomo infelice come me? 


O mio Emre, o misero Yunus, 
Non si trova rimedio al tuo dolore, 
Va' errando di città in città 

Tanto infelice quanto me. 


CE NE ANDIAMO DA QUESTO MONDO. 
Noi ce ne andiamo da questo mondo, 

Vada, a chi resta, il saluto, 

A chi, per noi, buona preghiera recita, 

Ancor vada il saluto. 


Quando la Morte avrà piegato il nostro fianco 
E impedito alle nostre lingue di parlare, 

A coloro che quando eravamo malati 

Han chiesto notizie di noi vada il saluto. 


Noi verremo seppelliti nella terra, 

Per noi sarà tagliata la camicia senza collo, 
A chi ci monderà il collo in facile maniera 
Ancor vada il saluto. 


Sia la preghiera funebre recitata in nostro nome, 
Noi ce ne stiamo andando verso il nostro Amato, 
A tutti coloro che, dinanzi a noi, 

Sosterranno in preghiera sia il saluto. 


Quelli che sono giunti a morte e se ne vanno 
Non torneranno più sui loro passi, 

A quelli che chiederanno notizie del nostro stato 
Ancor vada il saluto. 


E il derviscio Yunus che pronuncia le sue parole 


I suoi occhi sono ricolmi di lacrime, 
Coloro che non sanno, che possono sapere di noi? 
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A coloro che ben sanno vada il nostro saluto. 


DI BUON MATTINO. 

Di buon mattino mi son recato al cimitero, 
E ho visto che tutti i morti li giacciono, 
Son divenuti tutti sventurati, 

Han perduto la vita ed ora giacciono. 


Quando sono giunto al lor livello 

Ho guardato la maesta della morte, 
Quanti eroi che non hanno conseguito 
I loro intenti giacciono li morti. 


Mangiati dai vermi, sminuzzati dagli uccelli, 
Col petto divenuto nido di lucertole, 

Quei giovani, bellezze senza pari, 

Come rose appassite ora giacciono. 


Giacciono i corpi caduti nella trappola, 
Le anime hanno raggiunto Dio, 

Non li vedi, dunque, tu costoro 

Venuti a noi per farci la guardia? 


Si sono fatti radi i loro denti di perla, 
Son caduti i loro biondi capelli, 

Sono ormai finiti tutti i loro problemi, 
Distesi nell'umido fango essi giacciono. 


Se n'è andato via il nero dei loro occhi, 
Non è rimasto loro più nulla da fare, 
Hanno le ossa avvolte nei brandelli 
Della funebre tela ed ora giacciono. 


Yunus, se sei un vero amante mistico 
Non dare più importanza alle ricchezze, 
Chi ha dato importanza alle ricchezze 
S'è fatto nera terra ed ora giace. 


AMICI, FRATELLI, LA MORTE E PERL'UOMO? 
Amici, fratelli, la morte è per l'uomo, moriro, un giorno, 
Mi pentirò di ciò che ho fatto e troverò me stesso, un 
giorno. 


Con le mani strette ai fianchi e la lingua fattasi muta, 
Mi si presentino le mie azioni, quanto ho fatto lo vedrò, 


un giorno. 


Il giovane va a chiedere consigli, l'invito è per amici e 
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рег nemici, 
Con le quattro formule "Dio ё uno" ch'io concluda la 
vita, un giorno. 


Una tela di cinque spanne è la mia veste, il corpo è 
cibo per serpenti e scolopendre, 

Gli anni passino pure, in una tomba dimenticata ch'io 
possa giacere, un giorno. 


Sul mio capo pianteranno le stelle, non distinguerò la 
notte dal giorno, 

O Maestro, speranza degli universi, ch'io divenga per te 
decreto, un giorno. 


Yunus Emre, non hai ancora terminato questo discorso, 
Ch'io vada in giro da solo, che posso fare, giungerò al 
Maestro, un giorno. 


IN QUESTO MONDO. 

Quanta gente in questo mondo non riesce a lavare i 
suoi peccati! 

La lor vita trascorre invano, essi ne sono insoddisfatti. 


Quanti son divenuti ciechi per la loro disattenzione! 
Se parli in favore di Dio, ciò non disturba una sfoglia. 


Questo mondo è una giovane sposa vestita di verde e 
vermiglio, 
Chi guarda la giovane sposa ne resta subito attratto. 


Quanti leoni coraggiosi afferra e distrugge la morte! 
All'artiglio della morte un misero non può davvero 
resistere. 


Misero Yunus, spogliati di tutto e poniti sul "sentiero", 
Cento uomini armati non possono spogliare un ignudo. 


MIO DIO CHE SARA DI ME? 

Mio Dio, che sarà di me, la notte in cui andrò in sepoltura. 
Se buone non son le mie azioni, la notte in cui andrò 

in sepoltura? 


Signore, non mi far bruciare, non mi far cadere in peccato, 
Non spegnere la mia fiaccola, la notte in cui andrò 


in sepoltura? 


Signore, donami il bene, fammi amico del Profeta, 
Rendimi luminosa la tomba, la notte in cui andrò in sepoltura. 
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Signore nostro, proteggimi, ponimi sulla via della fede, 
Fammi compagno del Profeta, la notte in cui andro 
in sepoltura. 


Signore, non mi far confondere, non mi far mettere il 
viso a terra, 

Non fare accorrere i démoni, la notte in cui andrò 

in sepoltura. 


Signore, non mi togliere i miei compagni, i miei amici, 
Non mi togliere la ragione, la notte in cui andrò in sepoltura. 


Queste son le parole del derviscio Yunus, che piange lacrime 
di sangue, 
Non mi porre in difficoltà, la notte in cui andrò in sepoltura. 


NON DISPREZZARE LA TERRA. 
Non disprezzare la terra, quante cose giacciono in essa! 


Vi giacciono innumeri santi e centomila profeti. 


Giace il profeta Adamo, che ha gustato il grano celeste 
Ma è caduto in tentazione, attratto da gusti terreni. 


Giace il profeta Abramo, che ha portato a spalle la sabbia 
Alla Caaba, le cui fondamenta ha rafforzato col pianto. 


Giace il profeta Giobbe, che pur sopportando disgrazie, 
Mentre lo divoravano, ringraziava anche i vermi. 


Giace il profeta Giona, che nascosto nel ventre del pesce 
Ammirò i mari, appoggiandosi all'arbusto della zucca. 


Giace il profeta Giuseppe, che nascosto dentro un pozzo, 
Venduto schiavo divenne poi sultano d'Egitto. 


Giace il profeta Giacobbe, che quando si smarri Giuseppe, 
Con la falsa scusa del lupo piangendo divenne cieco. 


Giace il profeta Mosè, che rendendo la verga un serpente 
Apri nel mare un passaggio che distrusse il Faraone. 


Giace l'Inviato Muhammad, l'Amico del Signore, 
Consolatore degli afflitti e principe di tutti i profeti. 


Giace un eroe come Ali, distruttore della Rocca di Khyber, 
Che ha bruciato gli infedeli ed aveva la vista simile a un falco. 
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Giacciono Hassan e Husayn, rose della loro stirpe, 
Recitatori di versi coranici, figli di Fatma la Santa. 


Giace Ibrahim al-Adhàm, che gettò la corona ai pesci 
E che, agendo in tal modo, rinunciò anche al suo trono. 


Giace Abu Yazid di Bestam, il sultano dei veri savi, 
Che il di digiunava e la notte restava in piedi a pregare. 


Giacciono uomini giusti, tutti passati sulla terra, 
E a Konya giace Colui che fu Mevlana Hudavendigar. 


Sono molti i servi di Dio, tu rammentati di loro, 
Se li enumerassi vedresti quanti sovrani qui giacciono! 


Yunus, anche tu morirai, anche tu verrai seppellito 
Nella nera terra in cui giacciono innumeri peccatori. 


E VENUTA E PASSATA LA VITA MIA. 

E venuta e passata la vita mia, come un vento che è soffiato 
e se n'è andato, 

A me sembra che sia passata come un rapido battito d'occhi. 


Di queste parole è testimone Dio, l'anima nel corpo è 
un'invitata, 
Ne uscirà fuori un giorno come un uccello volato dalla gabbia. 


povero figlio di Adamo l'hanno paragonato a un seminatore, 
I semi sparpagliati a volte crescono, a volte caciono invano. 


In questo mondo il mio io arde per nulla, il mio essere brucia, 
Come se il cielo avesse fatto mietitura per i morti ancor 
giovani. 


Se hai visitato un infermo, se gli hai offerto un sorso d'acqua, 
Domani sarai compensato bevendo il vino di Dio. 


Se hai visto un povero e gli hai offerto un oggetto usato, 
Domani sarai compensato come per una veste tagliata 
per il Cielo. 


Yunus Emre, si dice che in questo mondo resteranno due 
persone: 
Hizir el Elia, perché avranno bevuto l'acqua della vita eterna. 


MONDO INGANNATORE. 


Ti conosco, sei il mondo ingannatore, 
Sei il mondo che divora anche i santi. 
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Se chi fugge si salvasse, sarebbero salvi gli uccelli, 
Tu sei il mondo che taglia le ali anche al falco. 


Hai preso ciò che ho amato, mi hai fatto versar lacrime, 
Tu sei il mondo che gira ridendomi sul viso. 


Tu hai ridotto in rovina il trono di Salomone, 
Tu sei il mondo che torce il collo agli innocenti. 


O mondo, sette volte ti sei riempito di questo, 
Tu sei il mondo che resta quando noi ce ne andiamo. 


Mistico Yunus, ruota il piede nella danza derviscia! 
Tu sei il mondo che sciupa la nostra danza d'estasi. 


QUESTO MONDO A NESSUNO RESTA. 

Questo mondo a nessuno resta, per esso è la tua morte, 
dunque bada! 

Nessuno può sfuggirle ed andar via, per esso è la tua 
morte, dunque bada! 


Chi viene va, chi si ferma emigra, finché gli tocca in 
sorte mangia e beve, 

La morte taglia il sudario per la vita, per esso è la tua 
morte, dunque bada! 


Al di sopra ti crollano i monti, la morte viene a legarti la lingua, 
Rimangono questi orti e queste vigne, per essi è la tua 
morte, dunque bada! 


tuo sudario, la veste siano la terra e crescano sopra di 
te le foglie, 

Riempia la terra i tuoi occhi, per essa è la tua morte, 
dunque bada! 


Quanta ricchezza hai raccolto subito la prendon gli eredi, 
Nel sacello tu sconti i peccati, per essi è la tua morte, 
dunque bada! 


Non credere che sia la tua ricchezza, ciò che è illecito è 
il tuo peccato, 

Ciò che è lecito è la tua domanda, per essa è la tua 
morte, dunque bada! 


Agli altri restano le tue ricchezze, se ne vanno con te le 


tue speranze, 
Neanche un quattrino raggiungono le tue mani, per esse 
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č la tua morte, dunque bada! 


Chi giunge laggit non fa ritorno, rimane in quella tomba oscura, 
Tu continua pure a fare il bene, per esso e la tua morte, 
dunque bada! 


Tu sei un peccatore, molte sono le tue colpe, non sospiri 
per le colpe, 

Non ti restano altre vie per giungere, per esse é la tua 
morte, dunque bada! 


Yunus, poniti intorno al collo una catena, alla gente da 
questo consiglio: 

Taglia dal mondo questa sua pastoia, per essa a la tua 
morte, dunque bada! 


I FIUMI DI QUEL PARADISO. 

I fiumi di quel Paradiso 

Scorrono pronunciando il nome di Dio, 
Gli usignuoli dell'Islam escono 

A cantare il nome di Dio. 


I rami dell'albero Tuba oscillano 
Recitando tutti insieme il Corano, 

Le rose dei giardini celesti profumano 
Pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


C'è chi mangia e c'è chi beve, 

Tutti gli angeli spargono grazie, 

Il profeta Idris taglia le vesti, 

Taglia pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


I tronchi arborei sono d'oro, 

Le loro foglie sono d'argento, 

I rami fitti di germogli spuntano 
Pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


Con i volti più puri della luna, 

Con le parole di ambra e muschio 

Le fanciulle huri del Paradiso 

Passéggiano pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


Chi č innamorato di Dio 
Lascia scorrere lacrime dagli occhi, 
Il suo cuore, il suo corpo si fan luce, 


Parla pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


Tutto cid che desideri chiedilo a Dio, 
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Lasciati guidare sul retto sentiero, 
L'usignuolo innamorato della rosa 
Canta pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


Si sono aperte le porte dei cieli, 
Tutto è colmo di grazia divina, 

La porta degli otto paradisi 

Si apre pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


Ridvan il guardiano apre le porte, 

Idris taglia e cuce le vesti, 

Ma chi beve il vino di Kevser 

Si disseta pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


Umile Yunus, ritorna presso l'Amato, 
Non differire l'oggi al domani, 

Che domani, al trono del Signore, 

lo giunga pronunciando il nome di Dio. 


LA MIA ANIMA АМЕГА А TE. 

A furia di cercare ch'io trovi la Tua traccia, 

Ch'io strofini il viso sulla polvere della Tua traccia, 
Se Dio me lo concede, che io veda il Tuo volto, 

O Muhammad, la mia anima anela a Te. 


Se potessi compiere un sacro pellegrinaggio, 

Se calpestassi le sabbie sulla via della Caaba, 

Se almeno una volta in sogno ammirassi la Tua bellezza! 
O Muhammad, la mia anima anela a Te. 


Non m'è rimasta in cuore una briciola d'inganno, 
Se con affetto sincero entrassi sul giusto sentiero, 
Come i califfi Abu Bakr, Omar e Uthman, 

O Muhammad, la mia anima anela a Te. 


Li si trovano Ali, Hassan e Husayin, 

Il loro amore è nel cuore, la loro amicizia è nell'anima, 
Domani, nell'alto Consiglio, sarà il Giorno del Giudizio, 
O Muhammad, la mia anima anela a Te. 


La montagna Arafat è la nostra montagna, 
Li viene bene accolta la nostra preghiera, 
A Medina giace in nostro Inviato di Dio, 
O Muhammad, la mia anima anela a Te. 


Yunus ha fatto il tuo encomio fra la gente, 


Sulla bocca degli uomini e nei loro cuori, 
A furia di piangere, in territori lontani, 
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О Muhammad, la mia anima anela а Те. 


DIO HA CREATO L'UNIVERSO. 
Dio ha creato l'universo per amore di Muhammad, 
Ha creato il giorno e la notte, per piacere di Muhammad. 


"Sia", Egli disse, e il mondo fu, fu vergata la Legge, 
Fu rivelato il Verbo, in onore di Muhammad. 


Tutti i santi vennero a prosternarsi dinanzi alla Corte, 
Invocarono salmodiando l'Unità, per la luce di Muhammad. 


Ways al-Qarani ha vinto, e gli altri lo hanno imitato, 
Gli otto paradisi si sono adornati, per amore di Muhammad. 


Sono venuti gli angeli, riuniti in fitte schiere, 
Hanno eseguito le preghiere prescritte, per amore di 
Muhammad. 


Gli uccelli volano in cielo, s'inverdiscono i monti pietrosi, 
Gli alberi danno i lor frutti, per amore di Muhammad. 


Vennero i miscredenti, da lui presero la fede, 
Resero le loro preghiere, per amore di Muhammad. 


Yunus, devi glorificare, lodare i versetti coranici, 
Rammenta di eseguir le preghiere, per amore di Muhammad. 


MUHAMMAD. 

Ch'io possa dare la vita sul Tuo sentiero! 

11 Suo nome ё bello, غ‎ bello Egli stesso, Muhammad. 
Intercedi Tu per questo umilissimo Tuo servo! 

Il Suo nome é bello, é bello Egli stesso, Muhammad. 


Molti sono i tormenti di chi é vero credente, 

Nel mondo dell'aldila si avvera il suo desiderio. 

Egli & il Mustafa dei diciottomila mondi. 

Il Suo nome é bello, é bello Egli stesso, Muhammad. 


Chi va ad ammirare i sette cieli, 

Chi erra nel piano superiore del cielo, 

Chi nell'ascesi cerca la propria nazione, 

I Suo nome è bello, è bello Egli stesso, Muhammad. 


Il mistico Yunus che se ne fa del mondo, senza di Te? 
Tu sei l'Inviato di Dio, senza alcun dubbio e sospetto. 
Chi non segue Te va in giro senza la fede. 

Il Suo nome è bello, è bello Egli stesso, Muhammad. 
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О MUSULMANI! 
Musulmani, s'č fatta infausta Героса presente, 
lecito non vince, il vietato ha assunto valore. 


Se si recita il Corano nessuno vi presta più ascolto, 
I diavoli si sono impinguati e son divenuti potenti. 


L'illecito e il vino hanno già conquistato il mondo, 
Degni di ossequio sono diventati i corruttori. 


A chiunque tu dia notizie riguardanti il Signore, 
Quegli brontola, non dà retta, e ciò è divenuto una norma. 


Discepolo e maestro litigano fra loro, 
Il figlio si sente illustre nei confronti degli antenati. 


I poveri han rinunziato alla loro povertà, 
Distruggi pure i cuori, son divenuti superbi. 


I maestri di religione che prendono il posto dei profeti 
Son divenuti un incomodo per la testa di questa gente. 


Non viene più rispettata la tradizione del Profeta, 
Tutte le creature hanno vergogna del Signore. 


Yunus, se sei un mistico vieni qui a pentirti, 
Anche il pentimento di Nasuh è stato accolto. 


O BELLA CAABA DI DIO! 

Se Dio me lo concede, ch'io giunga 
A te, bella Caaba di Dio, 

Se ti guardo, ch'io mi senta smarrito 
Per te, bella Caaba di Dio. 


Il nero avviluppa la tua veste, 

Mi mostra insieme con il Trono, 
Si addolora chiunque non giunga 
A te, bella Caaba di Dio. 


Ti hanno aperto porte d'argento, 
T'hanno fatto pavimenti di marmo, 
T'hanno cinta di lamine d'oro, 

O bella Caaba di Dio. 


Montagne circondano la Caaba, 


L'occhio che l'ha vista versa lacrime, 
Yunus il mistico non si trattiene dal pianto 
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Per te, bella Caaba di Dio. 


CON I MONTI, CON LE PIETRE. 
Con i monti, con le pietre che io chiami Te, Signore, 
Nelle albe, con gli uccelli, che io chiami Te, Signore. 


Coi pesci negli abissi dei mari, con le gazzelle nel deserto, 
Fattomi derviscio, con il grido "O Dio", che io chiami Te, 
Signore. 


Nei cieli con Gesù, sul monte Sinai con Mosè, 
Col bastone di romeo nella mano che io chiami Te, Signore. 


Con Giobbe dai molti dolori, con Giacobbe pieno di pianto, 
Con il Tuo Amico Muhammad che io chiami Te, Signore. 


Con lode e ringraziamento, con il grido "Tu sei Dio", 
Salmodiando il nome di Dio che io chiami Te, Signore. 


Ho conosciuto lo stato del mondo, ho rinunciato alle sue 
vanita, 
A capo scoperto, a piedi nudi, che io chiami Te Signore. 


Yunus recita in tutte le lingue, con le colombe e gli usignuoli, 
Con gli uomini che amano Dio che io chiami Te, Signore. 


TU SEI IL CLEMENTE. 

Tu sei il Clemente, sei il Misericorde, a Te ho teso, Dio, la mia 
mano, 

All'infuori di Te non c'č rimedio, a Te ho teso, Dio, la mia mano. 


Гога é giunta al termine, questa mia vita ha riempito la 
sua coppa, 

Chi è rimasto che non l'abbia bevuta? A Те ho teso, 
Dio, la mia mano. 


I miei occhi si sono volti al cielo, la mia anima s'è 
stancata del suo corpo, 

Anche la mia lingua s'è inceppata, a Te ho teso, Dio, la 
mia mano. 


Ecco, è stato tagliato il mio lenzuolo funebre, a Te, 
Onnipotente, mi rivolgo, 
Allora, che sarà di me? A Te ho teso, Dio, la mia mano. 


Mi hanno colpito, l'acqua lustrale è stata approntata, 


tutti i miei confratelli son venuti, 
Stiano in buona salute i confratelli, a Te ho teso, Dio, la 
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mia mano. 


Il catafalco d stato chiuse, ai quatro lati stata reciaza 
la preghiera, 

Gli altri si levano alla mia preghiera rituale, a Te ho 
teso, Dio, la mia mano. 


Han trasportato la mia cassa, l'hanno deposta nella mia 
tomba, 

La gente s'è posta in preghiera, a Te ho teso, Dio, la 
mia mano. 


E finita la cerimonia, su di me hanno gettato la terra, 
Mi hanno lasciato e son fuggiti, a Te ho teso, Dio, la 
mia mano. 


I sette inferni e gli otto paradisi hanno il loro proprio 
sentiero, 

Su ogni sentiero sono centomila mercati, a Te ho teso, 
Dio, la mia mano. 


Sono venuti Munkir e Nekir, mi hanno rivolto le loro 
domande, 

Mio Dio, da' Tu la risposta, a Te ho teso, Dio, la mia 
mano. 


Guardate, sono tempi strani, esprimetevi dal profondo 
del cuore, 

Non ci allontanare dal Tuo Volto, a Te ho teso, Dio, la 
mia mano. 


DIO HA REATO UNA GEMMA. 

Dio ha creato una gemma dalla Sua propria potenza, 
Ha rivolto lo sguardo alla gemma, si è commosso per la 
sua maestà. 


Ha creato le sette terre dalla luce di quella gemma, 
Ha creato i sette cieli dal vapore di quella gemma. 


Ha creato i sette mari dalla goccia di quella gemma, 
Ha creato saldi i monti dalla spuma di quel mare. 


Ha creato Muhammad dalla sua compassione per le 
creature, 


Ha creato anche Ali dalla sua bontà verso i credenti. 


Nessuno conosse dell'invisibile i segreti, eppure dalla 
scienza coranica 
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Yunus s'è abbeverato e s'è inebriato del mare di quella 
gemma. 


IMIEI OCCHI PER VEDERTI. 
I miei occhi per veder Ti, le mine mani per raggiunger Ti, 
Oggi ho rinunciato alla vita per trovare Te domani. 


S'io rinuncio oggi alla vita, ricompensami Tu domani, 
Non mi offrire il Tuo Paradiso, non lo desidero affatto. 


A me il Paradiso non servi, il mio cuore non vi è rivolto, 
Il mio dolore, il mio pianto non sono per un giardino. 


In quello che chiami paradiso e al quale aspirano i 
credenti 

Non si trovano che alcune huri, non desidero affatto il 
Paradiso. 


Anche qui Tu ci hai dato le huri come legittime spose, 
Non è a questo che aspiro, io voglio solo raggiungere Te. 


Donalo pure ai sufi, di Te ho bisogno io, di Te. 
Dio non voglia che Ti lasci per una casa o un pergolato. 


Yunus ha nostalgia di Te, mostragli la Tua nostalgia, 
E se non sei un tiranno rendigli la giustizia che Ti ha chiesto. 


HO SALMODIATO IL NOME DI DIO. 

Ho salmodiato il nome di Dio per raggiungere l'Unione, 
Passano questi giorni, non torneranno più, 

Per mettermi sul sentiero che conduce fino a Dio, 
Passano questi giorni, non torneranno più. 


Rendimi Tu più facile il pormi sul retto sentiero, 
Giungere fin laggiù e giacer nella terra nera, 

Nelle notti, fino all'alba, per raggiungere l'Unione, 
Passano questi giorni, non torneranno più. 


Non t'inganni la gioia di questo mondo terreno, 
Vesti il sudario, poniti indosso la veste funebre, 
Nel nucleo del corpo è la fenice dello spirito, 
Passano questi giorni, non torneranno più. 


Tu ti vai rivestendo di abiti diversi, 

Leggi libri e scrivi tutti i tuoi discorsi, 

Dici d'aver compreso, ma sei così ignorante! 
Passano questi giorni, non torneranno più. 
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Yunus dice: Venite dunque, o miei fratelli, 

Ci scorrano dagli occhi lacrime di sangue, 
Questo č il mio consiglio per voi, o miei dervisci, 
Passano questi giorni, non torneranno piu. 


SIA LODE A DIO. 

Abbiamo bevuto il nettare che vien da Dio, sia lode a Dio, 
Abbiamo attraversato l'oceano della Possanza, 

sia lode a Dio. 


Questi monti a noi di fronte, boschi di querce e vigne, 
Indenni noi abbiam valicato, sia resa lode a Dio. 


Aridi eravamo, abbiam ripreso vigore, eravamo in basso 
e ci siamo innalzati, 

Ci siam levati in volo come uccelli, abbiam volato, sia 
resa lode a Dio. 


Nelle terre cui siamo giunti, nei cuori pieni di purezza, 
Abbiam diffuso tra la gente i significati di Tapduk, sia 
lode a Dio. 


Vieni, riconciliamoci, se sei un estraneo conosciamoci, 
Il nostro cavallo é stato sellato, ce ne siamo andati in 
giro, lodea Dio. 


Siamo scesi a svernare in Anatolia, abbiamo fatto il 
male ed anche il bene, 
Ecco, é giunta la primavera, siamo tornati indietro, lode a Dio. 


Siamo scaturiti, siam divenuti sorgente d'acqua, poi fiume, 
Siamo discesi al mare, siamo straripati, lode a Dio. 


Al servizio di Tapduk ci siamo fatti schiavi alla sua soglia, 
Umile Yunus, eravamo crudi e ci siam cotti, lode a Dio! 


LA LUCE DIVINA. 
La luce divina non scende forse ogni istante sui mistici? 
Se su qualcuno non scende, non è egli privato di Dio? 


Chiedete che cosa significhi "Da cuore a cuore è una 
strada". 


Da ciascun cuore a un altro non s'è forse dritta una via? 


Se ponessero in un'unica gabbia il corvo e l'usignuolo, 
Non sarebbero tristi entrambi per un tale colloquio? 


Il corvo spera di essere separato da quell'usignuoio 
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E l'usignuolo non nutre forse la stessa speranza? 


Simile è la parabola dell'ignorante e del savio, 
AI livello dell'uomo ignorante nen è forse ignota la fede? 


Il savio comprende i discorsi di settantadue nazioni, 
Del misero Yunus le parole non sono dunque si vere? 


DIO MIHA DONATO UN CUORE. 
Dio mi ha donato un cuore sempre pronto all'ammirazione, 
Un attimo è pieno di gioia, un attimo si scioglie in lacrime, 


Un attimo è duro come inverno, ha dell'inverno i rigori, 
Un attimo è gaio e fiorito come una vina e un giardino, 


Un attimo non riesce a parlare, non sa pronunciare parola, 
Un attimo sparge perle dalla lingua, è rimedio a chi soffre, 


Un attimo è un gigante o una fata, abitatore di rovine, 
Un attimo vola con Belkis, è re di uomini e genii, 


Un attimo si reca in moschea e la sua fronte si prosterna, 
Un attimo va in chiesa, legge il Vangelo e si fa monaco, 


Un attimo come Cristo viene a resuscitare i morti, 
Un attimo è pieno d'orgoglio, diviene Hamam e il Faraone, 


Un attimo si trasforma in Gabriele, diffonde la grazia 
ovunque, 
Un attimo è generose e l'umile Yunus resta in ammirazione. 


DIO HA VOLTO LO SGUARDO SU DI ME. 

Dio ha volto lo sguardo su di me, son divenuto colui 
che apre la porta di Dio, 

Sono entrato nel tesoro di Dio, son divenuto colui che 
sparge perle e gioielli. 


La corona del Potere m'è stata posta sul capo, m'è 
stata offerta la coppa dell'Amore, 

La mia anima ha bevuto, s'è saziata d'amore, son 
divenute colui che distingue il nero dal bianco. 


M'ha fatto inebriare, cadere nell'amore, ero crudo, 
l'amore mi ha fatto cuocere, 
M'ha raccolte in testa l'intelletto, son divenuto colui che 


distingue il bene dal male. 


Tutto il mio interesse s'è volto ancora al bene, la mia 
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testa s'è affrancata dall'inquietudine, 
Ho tagliato in due la mia anima, ho messo le ali, son 
divenuto colui che vola. 


Chi migrava ha raggiunto la tappa e li s'è fermato a 
riposare, 

E passata la vita, l'intesa è arrivata, ho preso una 
direzione, son divenuto colui che emigra. 


Povero Yunus, da quando ci siam conosciuti ci siamo 
amati un l'altro, 

Da quando siamo giunti al mio Tapduk son divenuto 
colui che apre il suo profondo segreto. 


DIO HA COLMATO L'UNIVERSO. 
Dio ha creato l'universo e nessuno conosce Dio, 
Cercalo dunque in te stesso, Egli non è altri che te. 


Tu credi nel mondo terreno, dici di sostentarti da solo, 
Perché sei così menzognero? Non avviene ciò che tu dici. 


L'aldilà molto lontano, è indispensabile la dirittura, 
La separazione è un grande dolore, chi giunge lassù 
non ritorna. 


Chi a questo mondo viene se ne va, beve il suo nettare, 
Questo è un ponte, lo ignorano gli ignoranti che lo 
attraversano. 


Cominciamo a conoscerci a vicenda, prendiamo una strada 
più facile, 
Amiamo, siamo amati! In questo mondo nessuno resta. 


Se comprendi le parole di Yunus, se ascolti il suo alto spirito, 
Bisogna vivere degnamente, in questo mondo nessuno resta. 


HO CERCATO DIO. 

Ho cercato Dio, se anche l'ho trovato, poi, che importa? 
Ho pianto notte e giorno, se anche poi ho riso, ma che 
importa? 


Sono stato una palla rotolante nell'agone degli uomini savi, 
Mi son trovato alla corte del Sultano, ma che importa? 


Nell'assemblea dei savi sono stato un fascio di rose rosse, 


Sono sbocciato, sono stato colto, sono appassito, 
ma che importa? 
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Se gli uomini dotti e sapienti lo trovano nella scuola canonica, 
lo Tho trovato nella mistica taverna, ma che importa? 


Ascolta Yunus, ascoltalo, ecco, ha perduto il senno di nuovo, 
Se mi son tuffato nei significati dei santi, poi, che importa? 


HO RIVELATO AI MISTICI 
Ho rivelato ai mistici oggi il mio segreto, 
Sacrificando me stesso ho ritrovato il mio Amato. 


E pieno di ammirazione il mio cuore per l'Amato, 
Con l'Amato io sono al colmo di ogni felicità. 


E necessario il dolore, lo ripeto, è necessario, 
A chi è necessario darò rimedio al suo dolore. 


Così non posseggo dimora in questo mondo terreno, 
Nessuno è a conoscenza della mia vera dimora. 


Ho ben trovato Lui, che me ne faccio degli altri? 
Ho lasciato pronto al saccheggio, oggi, il mio negozio. 


La palla è mia, ho preso il bastone da polo e giuoco, 
Chi può dunque dividere dalla palla il bastone? 


Miei son la terra e il cielo, mio è l'empireo Trono, 
Vieni a vedere come ho posto il mio paravento! 


Se è Yunus il mio nome, che c'è di così strano? 
Leggano i miei scritti e la mia raccolta poetica. 


LA VERA SCiENZA 
La vera scienza è conoscere, conoscere se stessi, 


Tu non conosci te stesso, a che vale allora studiare? 


Poi, dopo avere studiato, bisogna conoscere Dio, 
Tu hai studiato e non sai, e stata fatica vana. 


No dire: "Ho studiato, ho appreso, ho fatto le mie preghiere". 
Se non sai che l'uomo è Dio hai fatto sforzi assurdi. 


Il senso dei Quattro Libri è racchiuso nella lettera alli, 
Maestro, tu parli dell'alif, ma questo cosa significa? 


Yunus Emre dice: "Maestro, in luogo di mille pellegrinaggi 
E assai meglio penetrare profondamente un cuore. 


HANNO TROVATO IN UMILTÀ. 
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Hanno trovato in umilta со]ого che son giunti a Dio 
E precipitato giù dalle scale chi guarda da alti livelli. 


Il cuore passeggia in alto e ogni tanto esce fuor dal 
"sentiero", 
Qualunque cosa abbia detto gli trapela al di fuori del volto. 


Il Maestro biancobarbuto non sa qual'è il proprio stato, 
Non s'affatichi in pellegrinaggio se poi demolisce un cuore. 


Il sordo non ode parola, confonde la notte col giorno, 
Cieco è chi è miscredente, anche se gli universi risplendono. 


Il cuore è il trono divino, al cuore s'è rivolto il Signore, 
In questo mondo e nell'altro, maledetto chi lacera i cuori. 


Considera gli altri come consideri proprio te stesso, 
Questo è l'unico senso delle Quattro Sacre Scritture. 


Imparammo che chi qui è venuto è passato, ha sostato, 
è ripartito, 
Ha bevuto il vino d'amore chi conosce i profondi significati. 


Yunus, abbandona la tua via, non fermarti in luoghi elevati, 
Per vedere le tombe e il Sirat, se hai un volto così amato. 


ISAVI VENUTI CON AMORE. 

I savi venuti con amore bevono veleno, ne assaporano 

il gusto, 

Le acque che non raggiungono nemmeno la caviglia lottano 
contro il mare. 


Non ci siamo stancati del cammino, non ci siamo annoiati 
dei savi, 

Nessuno abbiam creduto malvagio né stimato sconveniente 
il suo operato. 


Rivolto abbiam la parola a persone sconvenienti, con la 
parola li abbiam fatti vergognare, 
Come belve feroci li scacciano coloro che bene intendono. 


Chi non prende parte a questo discorso, chi non riceve 
il soffio divino 
Sia scacciato da qui, se resterà compirà molte cattive azioni. 


L'ignorante non capisce i valori spirituali, non arreca alcun 


giovamento, 
Non pensa che un di morirà, confonde tutto per almeno 
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mille anni. 


Per quanto sia alta la montagna, la strada infine l'attraversa, 
Yunus Emre ha mostrato la via a chi la ignorave e lo rese 
felice. 


QUANDO HAI DISTRUTTO UN СООВЕ 
Quando hai distrutto un cuore non vale piu la tua preghiera, 
Settantadue nazioni non ti possono più assolvere. 


Molti saggi son venuti, hanno lasciato tutto e han traslocato, 
L'araba fenice, non l'oca, ha mosso le ali per volare a Dio. 


La via è quella che fa giungere al giusto, l'occhio è quello 
che vede Dio, 
Il savio è chi resta umile, non chi guarda dall'alto in basso. 


Se hai scelto un giusto cammino, se hai seguito un Maestro, 
Per ogni buona azione sarai ricompensato mille volte. 


Yunus compone queste parole come aggiungendo al burro 
miele, 
Vende sue merci alla gente, non vende sale ma gioielli. 


SONO VENUTO DESTANDO MERAVIGLIA. 
Sono venuto destando meraviglia, nessuno conosce il 
mio stato, 

Io parlo, ascolto e nessuno comprende appieno la mia 
lingua. 


La mia è la lingua degli uccelli, il mio paese è il paese 
dell'Amato, 

lo son l'usignuolo, l'Amato è la rosa, sappiate che la 
mia rosa non appassisce. 


LAmato ha detto "Venga, gli ho offerto il calice, lo prenda!". 
Ho preso il calice, ho bevuto il vino e il cuore mio s'è fatto 
immortale. 


Non ho il Sinai né un punto di sosta, in nessun luogo ho 
dimora fissa, 
Non ho neanche un luogo preciso per rivolgere a Dio le mie 


preghiere. 


Chiedi ove mi son fermato, se verrai a me te lo mostrero, 
Neanche una molecola vede, il mio occhio, all'infuori di Dio. 


Sul Sinai guarda che cosa il destino ha dato a Mosè, 
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Yunus dice: "al cospetto di Dio cio che chiedo non 
mi è negato". 


LA TRADIZIONE DERVISCIA. 
La tradizione derviscia mi dice: 
Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 

Sai che cosa posso dire io? 

Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 


Il derviscio dev'essere pieno di tormenti, 
Deve avere gli occhi pieni di lacrime, 
Deve essere più dolce dell'agnello, 

Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 


Non leva egli la mano contro chi lo assale 
Non usa la sua lingua contro chi lo offende, 
Il derviscio resta perennemente umile, 

Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 


Tu sei troppo pronto ad usare la lingua. 
Parli troppo dei profondi significati, 

Ti irriti per qualsiasi nonnulla, 

Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 


Se fosse stato lecito irritarsi, 

Lo avrebbe fatto anche il Profeta. 
Tu non fai altro che irritarti, 

Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 


Se non si raggiunge Dio, 

Se non si arriva al Maestro, 
Se Dio non ti dà la sua grazia, 
Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 


Derviscio Yunus, vieni dunque, 
Vieni a gettarti negli oceani! 
Fino a che non lo fai, 

Tu non puoi essere derviscio. 


SON SALITO SUL RAMO DI SUSINO. 

Son salito sul ramo di susino e vi ho assaporato l'uva, 
Un giardiniere è corso a rimproverarmi d'aver mangiato 
la sua noce. 


Ho messo argilla nel paiolo; l'ho fatta bollire con il vento 


di tramontana, 
A chi me lo ha domandato io ne ho spiegata l'essenza. 
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Ho dato il filo al tessitore, che lo ha avvolto senza farne 
un gomitolo, 
Svelto svelto egli ordina: "Venga a prendere la sua tela". 


Su quaranta carri di buoi ho caricato l'ala di un passerotto, 
Quaranta carri di buoi non l'han potuto tirare, era scritto. 


Una mosca ha sollevato un'aquila e l'ha sbattuta al suolo, 
Non è menzogna, è vero, io stesso ne ho visto il polverone. 


Ho lottato con uno storpio che, privo di mani, m'ha afferrato 
il piede, 
Ho lottato senza poterlo vincere, mi sono sentito battuto. 


Dall'ato del Monte Kaf mi hanno gettato addosso pietre, 
Sono allora caduto al suolo si da sfigurarmi il viso. 


Il pesce è salito sul pioppo per mangiare sottaceti amari, 
La cicogna ha partorito l'asinello, ascolta tu il suo richiamo. 


Ho fatto un cenno a chi era cieco e chi era sordo mi ha 
compreso, 
Il muto ha spiegato cantando ciò che volevo dire. 


lo ho sgozzato un bue e l'ho disteso a terra, 
Il guardiano è venuto a dire: "Perchè mi hai sgozzato 
Госа?". 


Neanche li son riuscito а salvarmi, поп sapevo рій соѕа fare, 
Un merciaio mi é venuto a dire: "Perché hai preso il mio 
specchio?" 


Ho visto la tartaruga andare, tutta spedita al mio fianco, 
Le ho chiesto: "Ove vai?", mi ha detto "lo me ne vado a 
Kayseri. 


Yunus ha detto parole che non somigliano alle altre, 
Per gli ipocriti ha celato il senso delle sue parole. 


IL DONO DI ESSERE DERVISCIO. 
Chiunque abbia avuto il dono di essere derviscio, 


Si purifichera il suo cuore, diventera d'argento. 


Dal suo respiro verra profumo di muschio ed ambra, 
Dal suo ramo avranno frutti territori e citta. 


Le sue foglie saran rimedio per chi غ‎ sofferente, 
Alla sua ombra verranno compiute cose buone. 
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Il pianto del mistico amante diventera un lago, 
Spunteranno giunchi ai suoi piedi, sara tutto un canneto. 


Son tutti i poeti usignuoli nel giardino dell'Amato, 
In mezzo Yunus Emre diventera pernice. 


НО CHIESTO АГ FIORE GIALLO. 
Ho chiesto al fiore giallo: 

"Perché il tuo aspetto è giallo?". 

Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 

Il mio lamento fa fondere i monti". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 

"Li da voi c'è forse la morte?". 
Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
C'é forse luogo senza morte?" 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Ove state d'inverno?”. 

Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
D'inverno diventiamo polvere". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Entrerete nell'inferno?". 

Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
Quello è luogo per increduli". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Entrerete in paradiso?" 

Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
" paradiso è la città dell'uomo". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Cos'è la rosa per voi?" 

Il fiore ha detto: "derviscio, 

la rosa è il sudore del Profeta". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Conoscete voi l'uomo?". 

Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
L'uomo è uno tra mille". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Conoscete i Quaranta Santi?" 
Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 

I Quaranta son gli amici di Dio". 
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Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Onde prendete il colore?" 
11 fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
E la luce della luna e del sole". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Perché il tuo collo è inclinato?". 
Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 

Il mio cuore è diretto a Dio" 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
‘’Hai tu madre e padre?” 

Il fiore ha detto: “O derviscio, 
Che strana domanda è questa!" 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Hai visto la Sacra СааБа?". 

Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
la Caaba è la casa di Dio". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Potrei entrare nel tuo giardino? 
Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
Odorami e non t'immischiare". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Hai visto il ponte Sirat?". 
Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
Quello è il cammino di tutti". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Perché hai gli occhi di pianto?". 
Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 

Il mio cuoricino è ferito". 


Ho chiesto ancora al fiore: 
"Conosci tu Yunus?". 

Il fiore ha detto: "O derviscio, 
Yunus è l'amico dei Quaranta". 


CHE GRAN DOLORE E QUESTO! 
Che gran dolore è questo, e non se ne trova il rimedio, 


Che gran ferita è questa, che non mostra alcuna traccia! 


Ho perduto il mio Giuseppe nella terra di Canaan, 
Giuseppe è stato trovato, non si trova Canaan. 


Signor mio, se sei saggio, vai pure per la tua strada, 
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Qui è l'inizio e la fine, non si chiede il prezzo del sangue. 


Chi ignora i sensi dervisci non può approdare a nulla, 
Se non si possiede il secchio non si tira acqua dal pozzo. 


Il pozzo è il tuo corpo e il secchio è il mistico significato, 
Se anche si tira il secchio non sene vede l'acqua. 


La porta dei santi mistici è la porta del Paradiso, 
Chi viene con buone intenzioni non resta a mani vuote. 


Yunus, quando ha compreso questo senso, se ne è andato 
E non pensa più davvero di ritornare indietro. 


MI FACCIO SUPPLICE. 

Ora mi faccio supplice a una Luna che sempre nuova 
rinasce, 

Per me ogni istante è festa, estate e inverno son per 
me primavera. 


Le nuvole non possono oscurare la luminosità della mia 
Luna, 

La sua pienezza non s'offusca, la sua luce s'irradia 

dalla terra al cielo. 


La sua luce scaccia le tenebre dalla nicchia del cuore, 
Come possono dunque trovarsi in un sol luogo tenebre 
e luce? 


Sulla terra ho veduto la mia Luna, che pretendo dalla 
volta celeste? 

Debbo volgere a terra il mio viso, dalla terra mi viene il 
favore. 


Non parlo per la Luna o per il Sole, a chi ama basta 
una parola, 

Se non dirò quel che amo, la pena dell'amore mi potrà 
soffocare. 


Che importa se Yunus Ti ha amato, sono molti quelli 
che Ti amano, 

Si dice che brucia chi ama e che, per questo, si 
inchina. 


NON RITENER VUOTO ALCUNO. 


Non ritener vuoto alcuno, nessuno è un uomo vuoto, 
Ai savi dervisci non piace che si guardi in modo errato. 
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Rendi derviscio il tuo cuore, fai conoscenza con l'Amato, 
Il mistico è in quei significati, non è vuoto l'interno del 
derviscio. 


Il derviscio conosce il derviscio, sa che si trova sulla via di 
Dio, 
Il derviscio è una fenice, non è una gru o una civetta. 


Il vero derviscio ha rinunziato alla vita, a questo mondo e 
a quell'altro, 
Dà notizie del Sultano, è chiaro che non è uccello estraneo. 


Yunus, chi conosce Dio non dice mai bugie, 
Chi crede nel dualismo non trova il giusto sentiero. 


L'UOMO DEI SIGNIFICATI MISTICI. 
L'uomo dei "significati" su questo sentiero non sarà triste, 
I cuori che sentono i significati non moriranno mai. 


Il corpo umano è illusorio, l'anima è immortale, chiva non 
ritorna, 
Soltanto il corpo muore, non c'è morte per l'anima. 


Se il cuore di chi ama i gioielli trovasse mille sentieri, 
Se Dio stesso non lo concede, nessuno lo raggiungerà mai. 


Conserva il cuore dell'Amato, è di cristallo, si può spezzare, 
Quando il cristallo si spezza non si può più rifare. 


Se tu stesso non ricolmi la tua coppa alla fonte dell acqua, 
Anche se attendi mill'anni, essa non si ricolma. 


Hizir ed Elia han bevuto l'acqua di vita eterna, 
Non possono quindi morire nel giro di pochi giorni. 


Dio ha creato il mondo per l'amore del Profeta, 
Chi viene al mondo lo lascia, nessuno vi può restare. 


Yunus, vedendo il Suo occhio, preparati oggi l'arma, 
Non è venuto chi è giunto a Lui, qui nessuno ritorna. 


IL SIGNIFICATO DELLA VERITA. 

Non conobbero il significato della Verità con la legge 
canonica, 

Con questa ipocrisia i saggi non sono rinati. 


La Verità à un mare, la legge canonica è la ua mave, 
La maggioranza non è scesa dalla nave per tuffarsi nel mare. 
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Sono giunti alla Soglia di Lui, la Sceri а li ha trattenuti, 
Non sono piu riusciti a penetrar nell'interno. 


Chi commenta i Libri Sacri rifugge dalla lor verita, 
Legge l'interpretazione, ne ignora l'intimo significato. 


Yunus, il tuo nome é il Sincero, giacché ti sei posto su questa 
via, 

Chi non cambia il proprio nome non si è messo ancora sul 
dritto cammino. 


NESSUNO CI CONOSCE. 

Nessuno ci conosce né sa di che cosa ci occupiamo, 
Non abbiamo sete di ricchezze e non siamo dentro il 
nostro io 


Non ridiamo, criticando il potere di nessuno, 
Non rinneghiamo i savi, non siamo in croce come Cristo. 


Abbiamo conosciuto la verita di questo, siamo restati a cio 
che é il mondo, 

Non desideriamo alcunchè per noi stessi, passeggiamo in 
questo mondo. 


Yunus dice: Mio Sultano, io ho un altro Sovrano, 
Né Гого né l'argento del mondo desideriamo né il suo rame 
o il suo bronzo. 


TU NON VUOI RINUNCIARE ALLA VITA. 
Tu desideri l'Amato e non vuoi rinunciare alla vita, 
Tu desideri la fede e non ti togli il cilicio dal fianco, 


Tu reciti "Chi conosce la propria anima conosce Dio", 
ma non ti trovi in questo stato, 


Tu desideri passeggiare più in alto ancora degli angeli, 


Come un fanciullo fai delle tue vesti un cavallo 
E, senza redini in mano, credi di cavalcare. 


Non hai potuto conoscer te stesso né il gioiello che sei 
nella madreperla, 


Perchè, Sultano d'Egitto, tu desideri Canaan? 


Yunus, come Giobbe sopporta, con pazienza, il tuo dolore. 
Non conosci la sofferenza e pretendi consolazione? 


LA TAVERNA MISTICA. 
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Но bevuto vino da tal Coppiere che la Sua Taverna č 
pit alta del Trono, 

Noi siamo gli ebbri di quel Coppiere, le anime ne sono 
la coppa. 


La nostra assemblea é un'assemblea tale che il nostro 
cuore li brucia, 
E un cero che li si consuma, e il sole ne é la falena. 


Divengono luce quei corpi che bruciano al fuoco d'amore, 
Non somiglia al nostro, quel fuoco, non se ne vede la cenere. 


Le parole di chi li è ebbro divengono "lo sono Dio", 
Come per Hallag al-Mansur è la sua peggiore follia. 


Chi beve in quella Taverna è come il principe Adham, 
E di rovine di Belkh ce ne sono ovunque a migliaia. 


I cantori li suonano, vendi migliaia di Abu Yazia, 
Abbandona il tuo "io", vieni alla melodia ch'è amor di Dio. 


Yunus, non rivelare agli ignari queste parole di estasi, 
Tu sai come gli ignari trascorrano il lor tempo invano. 


IN QUESTA CITTÀ DEL CORPO. 
Per un istante voglio entrare in questa città del mio corpo, 


Voglio vedere il Volto del Sultano che vi risiede. 


Ascolto la voce di Lui, non posso vederne l'aspetto, 
Voglio dare anche la vita per vedere il Volto di Lui. 


Ha sette celle l'eremo derviscio di quel Sultano, 
Voglio entrare in tutte e sette le celle del suo eremo. 


Ad ogni porta sono un uomo e centomila guerrieri, 
Ch'io cinga la spada d'amore e che li stermini tutti. 


I conversari dei savi aumentano la scienza intuitiva, 
Mi viene di bandire chi non ha dolori dai conversari mistici. 


Layla e Magnun sono io, sono io l'innamorato del Clemente, 
Voglio essere il folle Magnun per vedere il volto di Layla. 


L'amato è stato da noi ospite per migliaia di anni, 
Voglio subire il sacrificio proprio come Ismaele. 


Per lo sguardo dei savi la terra diventa un oggetto prezioso, 
Voglio essere la terra su cui poggiano il piede i santi. 
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L'anima dell'umile Yunus' è tra i quattro elementi della terra, 
Voglio conoscere i segreti del mistico amore e dell'anima. 


MENTRE TU SEI IN TE. 
Mentre tu sei in te non si raggiunge la tappa, 
Senza essere un alcione non si trova la gemma preziosa. 


Il derviscio ha aperto il sentiero e lo ha reso chiaro, 
E sorta la luna piena, ma non si colma mai. 


L'ignorante che non attinge ai significati mistici 
E di pietra, il suo petto non si può trapassare. 


Il mistico ha colpito l'amante, la sua ferita non si rivela, 
Ecco, per questa ferita mia non si trova un balsamo. 


Dall'occidente fino all'oriente, all'occhio del derviscio, 
Per chi vede ben chiaro non può esistere cortina. 


Lascia la dualità, vieni a raggiungere l'Unione, 
Le anime che sono unite non si separano più. 


Yunus, dai la tua vita sul sentiero del Signore, 
Finchè non si dà la vita non si troverà l'Amato. 


UN CERTO MOLLA KASIM. 
Ho bisogno di celebrare chi dice d'essere derviscio 
E di mettermi a correre per raggiungere la sua voce. 


Il ponte Sirat à più sottile d'un capello, più tagliente 
d'una spada, 


lo vorrei giungere ad esso e costruirvi sopra dimore. 


Al di sotto è l'inferno Gayya, che è tutto pieno di fuoco, 
Vorrei arrivare laggiù e riposarmi alla sua ombra. 


O dotti, non vi indignate se dico che nel fuoco c'è ombra, 
Siate invece soddisfatti perché voglio bruciare un poco. 


Brucerò secondo i peccati, mi laverò nell'acqua della 
clemenza, 


Mi attaccherò anche due ali, perché voglio volare un poco. 


Cosi giungerò al Paradiso, in Paradiso vedrò le huri, 
Le huri e gli efebi voglio allora abbracciare tutti. 


Derviscio Yunus, non dire queste parole tortuose, 
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Un certo Molla Kasim ti уегга ad interrogare. 


QUESTO CORPO E QUESTA PRESTANZA. 

Questo corpo e questa prestanza sono nutriti da te, 

Sei precipitato nei piaceri del mondo obliando il giudizio 
finale. 


Lavora, guadagna, mangia, fai mangiare e conquistati 
un cuore, 
Il pellegrinaggio a un cuore vale assai più di cento Caaba. 


Non è savio ma pazzo colui che si dà arie con la gente, 
Se ne ha la possibilità renda buon musulmano se stesso. 


Centomila profeti vengano, senza intercedere affatto, 
Ahimè, se Dio non concede Egli stesso la sua grazia. 


Chi si fa musulmano giunge direttamente a Dio, 
Domani su lui scenderà l'intercessione di Muhammad. 


Yunus, cerca anche tu d'essere nel novero dei saggi, 
Cui tutti i veri mistici vanno in pellegrinaggio. 


IL MIO MAESTRO. 
Chi di voi viene a vedere Colui che è mio Maestro? 
Chi di voi viene a gustare delizie e godimenti? 


А] paese del mio Maestro conducono lunghi cammini, 
Chi di voi vi viene a cogliere le rose già sbocciate? 


Del mio Maestro io amo l'essenza e la parola, 
Chi di voi viene a vedere quel Suo sacro volto? 


Chiedo qual'è il paese, la dimora del mio Maestro, 
Chi viene a baciar la mano di Colui che ha motivo d'essere? 


Nel paese del mio Maestro, col bastone nella mano, 
Sulla via del mio Maestro, chi di voi viene a morire? 


Onesta e fedeltà alla parola son gioia e godimento, 
Su questo sentiero, a soffrire, chi di voi vuole venire? 


La mia anima è una falena al cero del mio Maestro, 
E invito per mistici amanti, chi di voi si viene a bruciare? 


Chi viene, per il Signore, a dar via ciò che possiede? 
Chi, per amore, viene a rinunciare al suo pudore? 
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Non si lava il mantello nć il sangue del martire per la Fede, 
Per l'Amato chi di voi viene a dare anche la vita? 


Come Yunus, chi si trova con sofferenza e con pianto? 
Chi viene qui a nutrirsi di avvelenato cibo? 


L'ESSERE DERVISCI. 

Cio che chiamano essere derviscio non consiste nel 
manto o nel copricapo, 

Chi rende derviscio il proprio cuore non ha bisogno del 
mantello. 


Che colpa ha mai il mantello se tu non raggiungi il sentiero? 
Che colpa ha mai il mantello se tu non raggiungi il sentiero? 


Dici che sul sentiero del Maestro i piedi sono nudi, il capo 
scoperto, 

Il derviscio ha vissuto la propria vita senza piedi nudi e capo 
scoperto. 


Si è fermato a parlare al mistico della gnosi, Yunus Emre, 
Cammina con il compagno di via, a chi non ha via non è 
compagno. 


CHI NON VEDA DICE MENZOGNE. 

Chi non vede dice menzogne, chi invece vede sa bene, 
Conosce il vero stato del mistico chi perde la vita sul 
"sentiero" 


Non serbare in cuore rancore, guarda con simpatia 
all'infelice, 

Ciò che si semina in questo mondo e nell altro lo 
conosce il seminatore. 


La terra di Adamo l'hanno trasportata i quattro angeli, 
Perchè vi ha aggiunto l'acqua lo sa Chi l'ha fatta e la 
intride. 


Israfil ed Azrail, Michele e Gabriele: 
Sa in qual di sarà il Giudizio, chi suonerà la tromba domani. 


Chi è vissuto nove volte quarant'anni non è rimasto al 
mondo, 


La sua ora s'è fatta un attimo, lo sa chi conduce la riunione. 


Non muore chi fa ritrovare l'armonia, è la riunione dei santi, 
Se anche Yunus lo ignora, lo sa bene il Corano. 
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NEL MARE DELLO SPIRITO. 

Ci siamo tuffati nel mare dello spirito, abbiam viaggiato 
attraverso l'esistenza, 

Tutto, nell'essere, abbiam trovato completamente, 
questo mondo e quell'altro. 


Il giorno e la notte, le sette stelle nel cielo, 
La parola vergata dell'Eterna Legge, tutto abbiamo 
trovato nell'essere. 


Il Sinai su cui sali Mosè, il prototipo celeste della Caaba, 
La tromba finale di Israfil, abbiamo trovato tutto nell essere. 


La Bibbia ed il Vangelo, il Corano e i Salmi di Davide, 
Versetto della Luce nel Corano, abbiamo trovato tutto 
nell'essere. 


I cieli che si vedono altissimi, gli angeli che stanno nei cieli, 
I settantamila veli, tutto abbiamo trovato nell essere. 


I sette cieli, le sette terre, queste montagne, i mari, 
I Paradiso e l'Inferno, abbiamo trovato tutto nell essere. 


Le parole di Yunus son veritiere, tutto о1 ohe abbiamo detto 
è vero, 

Rivolgi ove vuoi lo sguardo, abbiamo trovato tutto 
nell'essere. 


NEL MARE DELLO SPIRITO. 

Ci siamo tuffati nel mare dello spirito, abbiam viaggiato 
attraverso l'esistenza, 

Tutto, nell'essere, abbiam trovato completamente, 
questo mondo e quell'altro. 


Il giorno e la notte, le sette stelle nel cielo, 
La parola vergata dell'Eterna Legge, tutto abbiamo 
trovato nell'essere. 


I Sinai su cui sali Mosè, il prototipo celeste della Caaba, 
La tromba finale di Israfil, abbiamo trovato tutto nell essere. 


La Bibbia ed il Vangelo, il Corano e i Salmi di Davide, 
Versetto della Luce nel Corano, abbiamo trovato tutto 


nell'essere. 


I cieli che si vedono altissimi, gli angeli che stanno nei cieli, 
I settantamila veli, tutto abbiamo trovato nell essere. 
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I sette cieli, le sette terre, queste montagne, i mari, 
I Paradiso e l'Inferno, abbiamo trovato tutto nell essere. 


Le parole di Yunus son veritiere, tutto oid ohe abbiamo detto 
è vero, 

Rivolgi ove vuoi lo sguardo, abbiamo trovato tutto 
nell'essere. 


LA NOSTRA NAZIONE. 
La nostra nazione è diversa da ogni altra nazione, 
In nessuna religione esiste il nostro stato di devozione. 


Nella devozione religiosa, nelle settantadue nazioni, 
In questo mondo e nell'altro abbiamo rivelazioni diverse. 


Senza usare acqua lustrale, senza muovere mani e piedi, 
Senza esserci prosternati noi rendiamo le nostre preghiere. 


non abbiamo prosternazioni, inchini, direzioni, moschee, 
In un attimo le nostre preghiere raggiungono l'Amato. 


Se andiamo pellegrini alla Mecca, se entriamo in una 
moschea, 
Nell'ora dell'abluzione prescritta, Egli solo conta per noi. 


Fino a che punto può, l'acqua, purificare un malvagio? 
Soltanto la grazia divina arriva a purificarci. 


Il segreto altrui non si comprende se non si giunge a 
questo stato, 
Domani sarà chiaro se siamo musulmani o rinnegati. 


Rinasci a vita, Yunus, rendi nota la tua amicizia! 
Subito ti apparirà chiara tutta la nostra Possanza. 


PIANGI OCCHIO MIO PIANGI! 
Piangi, occhio mio, piangi, io non posso più ridere, 


Il mio cuore va verso l'Amato, non posso ritornare. 


Ormai resto indifferente, anche se muoio mille volte, 
Laggiù la morte non c'è, non posso più morire. 


Arda l'anima mia, arda al tuoco dell amore, 
Mi scorron lacrime di sangue, non le so più asciugare. 


Ho bruciato d'amore al punto di diventare cenere, 
Mi son tinto del suo colore, non lo posso più togliere. 
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Il Supremo Maestro che a me ha dato l'iniziazione 
Mi č sufficiente, non cerco mano diversa dalla sua. 


Da tempo ho mutato in miseria tutta la mia ricchezza, 
Non m'interessano più, oggi, la mia anima e la mia testa. 


Dall'annichilimento siamo passati alla vita eterna, 
Mi son posto su quel sentiero, non tornerò più indietro. 


Son divenuto palombaro di quell'oceano d amore, 
Non occorre ch'io mi tuffi nelle acque dell'Amu Darya. 


Spero che non ti separerai dalla tua virtù e dal sapere, 
Maestro, all'infuori di Te io non amerò nessuno. 


Queste core dice Yunus, con la lingua di un mistico amanie. 
Se sono un mistico amante non morirò giammai. 


COSA PREZIOSA E'L'AMORE. 
Amici miei, ascoltate, cosa preziosa e l'amore, 
Non viene data a chiunque, rispettabile cosa è l'amore. 


E insieme tormento e gaudio, ha inviato Hamza al monte Kaf, 
I Profeta sta con l'amore, cosa possente è l'amore. 


Va sui monti e ne solleva i venti, apre ai cuori una sirada, 
Rende soggetti i sultani, cosa audace è l'amore. 


Chi è colpito dal dardo d'amore non ha più preoccupazioni, 
Con tutte le pene ed il pianto cosa dolorosa è l'amore. 


Fa ribollire i mari e fa danzare le onde, 
Fa muovere le rocce, cosa potente e l'amore. 


Confonde gli intelletti, li precipita negli oceani, 
Quanti cuori fa ardere, cosa infuocata è l'amore. 


misero Yunus che può fare, a chi può confidare il suo 
dolore? 
Inviti dunque l'Amato, cosa deliziosa è l'amore. 


IL TUO AMORE MI HA RAPITO A ME STESSO. 
Il tuo amore mi ha rapito a me stesso, di Te ho bisogno 
io, di Te. 

Vado bruciando di notte e di giorno, di Te ho bisogno 
io, di Te. 


Non mi rallegra la ricchezza, non mi rattrista l'indigenza, 
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lo mi consolo con il tuo amore, di Te Бо bisogno io, di Te. 


Il tuo amore uccide gli amanti, li immerge nell'oceano 
dell'amore, 
Li riempie della tua immagine, di Te ho bisogno io, di Te. 


Ch'io beva dunque il vino dell'amore, folle come Magnun 
ch'io finisca tra i monti, 
lo penso solo a Te la notte e il giorno, di Te he bisogno io, di Te. 


Per i sufi c'è il loro cenacolo, per i devoti la vita futura, 
Per Magnun c'è la sua Layla, di Te ho bisogno io, di Te. 


Quello che chiamano Paradiso è fatto di padiglioni e qualche 
huri, 
Donalo dunque a chi lo vuole, di Te ho bisogno io, di Te. 


Il mio nome è Yunus, il mio fuoco cresce col passar dei 
giorni, 

In questo mondo e nell'altro hu un solo scopo: di Te ho 
bisogno io, di Te. 


BISOGNA ESSERE SCHIAVI DI UN SOVRANO. 
Bisogna essere schiavi di un sovrano 

Che non possa esser mai detronizzato, 

Bisogna appoggiarsi ad una soglia 

Che nessuno ci possa toglier mai. 


Bisogna maritare una candida fanciulla, 
Bisogna generare buona stirpe, 

Bisogna pronunciar parole tali 

Che anche gli angeli le possano ignorare. 


Bisogna farsi uccelli e mettersi a volare 
Ed attestarsi su una posizione, 
Bisogna bere un nettare tale 

Chi lo beve non ritorni in sè. 


Bisogna divenire un agile alcione, 
Bisogna immergersi in un mare, 
Bisogna estrarre una gemma tale 
Chi non la riconosca il gioielliere. 


Bisogna penetrare in un giardino 
E mettersi li a passeggiare, 
Bisogna odorare una rosa 

Tale da non appassire mai. 
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Bisogna divenire innamorati 
E trovare qualcuno da amare 
E bruciare al fuoco di un amore, 
Lunico in cui si debba bruciare. 


Yunus, vai a startene da solo, 

Vai a raggiungere quella Santita, 

Porta con te un derviscio che ti somigli 
Si da non aver pari in questo mondo. 


CH'IO DIVENGA AMICO DELLAMATO. 
Ch'io divenga amico dell'Amato, 

Nessun altro mi può essere amico, 

Chi nega mi guarda e mi deride, 

Non mi rivolge più suo saluto. 


Ch'io divenga amico dell'Amato, 
Che io muoia prime di morire, 

Che in olocausto io dia la mia vita, 
Questo mondo terreno non mi resta. 


Sono un amante che non ha rimedio, 
Da capo a piedi son tutto una ferita, 
Son divenuto pazzo, fuor di senno, 
Non mi resta intelletto nel cervello. 


Nessuno sa lo stato in cui mi trovo, 
Fuoco d'amore m'ha bruciato l'anima, 
Non so distinguere destra da sinistra, 
Non mi restano onore né vergogna. 


Sono convinti che io sia impazzito, 
Son l'usignuolo della vigna dell'Amato, 
Sono l'umile schiavo del Signore, 

Non mi si attribuisce più un valore. 


Diventerò usignuolo e canterò, 
Spunterò nel giardino dell'Amato, 
Comprerò rose e rose venderò, 
Per me non esiste giardiniere. 


Derviscio Yunus, quante cose voglio dire, 
Questo mondo io voglio abbandonare, 
Voglio andare bruciando dall'Amato, 
Nessun velo può esistere per me. 


NONESITIAMO PIÙ. 
Non esitiamo più, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci verso l'Amato, 
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Non stiamo a morir di nostalgia, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci 
verso Amato. 


Vieni, andiamo, prima che la vita s'arresti e il corpo si 
distrugga, 

Prima che il nemico si presenti, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci 
verso Amato. 


Abbandoniamo terre e citta, piangiamo solamente per 
l'Amato, 
Attendiamo Lui solo, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci verso 
l'Amato, 


Non restiamo in questo mondo fallace, non lasciamo che 
esso ci inganni, 

Uniamoci e non separiamoci più, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci 
verso l'Amato. 


Migriamo pure da questo mondo, voliamo verso le terre 
dell'Amato, 

Lasciamo l'inclinazione al desiderio, vieni, o cuore, 
dirigiamoci verso l'Amato. 


Fammi tu da guida, mettiamoci in cammino per l'Amato, 
Non badiamo più alla fine, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci verso 
l'Amato. 


Questo mondo non è duraturo, apri gli occhi, la tua 
anima è d'accordo, 

Simi amico e compagno nel cammino, vieni, o cuore, 
dirigiamoci verso l'Amato. 

Prima che la Morte si annunci, prima che ci afferri per 
la gola, 

Prima che l'Angelo della Morte muova contro di noi 
l'attacco, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci verso l'Amato. 


Raggiungiamo colui che sa, domandiamo notizie di Dio, 
Troviamo Yunus Emre, vieni, o cuore, dirigiamoci verso 
l'Amato. 


TU SEI QUI VENUTO TRISTE E SOLO? 
Tu sei qui venuto triste e solo? 

Penché piangi, usignuolo, di! 

Ti sei stancato e hai perduto la traccia? 
Perché piangi, usignuolo, di! 


Hai superato monti nevosi? 
Hai attraversato fiumi profondi? 
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Sei rimasto separato dall'amata? 
Perché piangi, usignuolo, di! 


Come fortemente ti lamenti! 
Tu rinnovi il mio dolore. 
Desideri vedere chi ami? 
Perchè piangi, usignuolo, di! 


E' stata abbattuta la tua città turrita? 

Son rimasti la tua dignità e il buon nome? 
La tua amata è rimasta in luoghi lontani? 
Perché piangi, usignuolo, di! 


Transcorri l'estate nei roseti, 
Aspiri il frofumo delle fresche rose, 
Emetti infiniti lamenti. 

Perché piangi, usignuolo, di! 


I tuoi occhi si son destati dal sonno, 
Si son destati e tinti di sangue, 

E bruciato, il mio cuore, è bruciato, 
Perché piangi, usignuolo, di! 


Cosa è successo a questo Yunus? 

S'è tuffato nell'oceano dell'amore, 

E' divenuto ancora luogo di primavera. 
Perché piangi, usignuolo, di! 


IL FUOCO DEL TUO AMORE. 

Il fuoco del Tuo amore le mie viscere bruciando venne, 
bruciando se ne va, 

La mia povera testa questa pena soffrendo venne, 
soffrendo se ne va. 


Basta con la separazione per l'anima, mi sono 
innamorato di quel Sultano, 

А] collo dell'Amato la catena d'amor cingendo venne, 
cingendo se ne va. 


I fedeli mantengono la parola, non appaiono diversi al 
suo occhio, 

Questi miei occhi per guardare il volto dell'Amato 
vennero, guardando se ne vanno. 


Non si frapponga la mia spoglia mortale, non mi 
guarisce il dolore dal petto, 

Le lacrime di sangue dei miei occhi scorrendo vennero, 
scorrendo se ne vanno. 
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L'usignuolo emette i suoi lamenti, di nostalgia è bruciata 
questa mia anima, 

Il mio piccolo cuore, anima mia, uscendo fuori venne, 
uscendo se ne va. 


Yunus dice queste parole, grida di dolore emettono gli 
usignuoli, 

Le rose del giardino dell'Amato profumando vennero, 
profumando se ne van. 


HO TROVATO IL PIU CARO DEGLI AMATI. 

Ho trovato il più caro degli amati, questa mia vita Gli sia 
sacrificata, 

Ho superato il guadagno e il danno, il mio negozio Gli 
sia sacrificato. 


Sono uscito fuor di me stesso, ho eliminato il pudore 
dagli occhi, 

Sono giunto all'unione con l'Amato, il mio dubbio Gli sia 
sacrificato. 


La dualità m'è venuta a noia, mi son saziato del Signore 
della Unità, 

Ho bevuto il vino del Suo dolore, il mio rimedio Gli sia 
sacrificato. 


La Sua esistenza ci ha messi in movimento, da essa 
l'Amato è venuto fino a noi, 

Il mio cuore distrutto s'è illuminato, il mio mondo Gli sia 
sacrificato. 


Ho rinunciato a un desiderio senza fine, mi sono 
stancato dell'estate e dell'inverno, 

Ho trovato il Signore dei giardini, il mio giardino Gli sia 
sacrificato. 


lunus, lo hai detto bene, hai mangiato zucchero e miele, 
Ho trovato il miele d'ogni miele, la mia arnia Gli sia sacrificata. 


CHI NOI AMIAMO. 
Chi noi amiamo Lo amano tutti gli universi, 


A chi dire il contrario? Questa è una porta, una via mistica. 


L'Amato stesso ama la persona che noi amiamo, 
Perché recare affanno all'amato del nostro Amato? 


Se sei un vero mistico sii amico all'amato dell'Amato, 
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Ma se in questo stato tu resti, indegno sarai dell'Amato. 


Colui cui dai poca importanza ha origine in sede elevata, 
Chi oltrepassa il limite, poi, finisce con l'essere eretico. 


Se ami davvero, sacrificati alle settantadue nazioni, 
Per essere puro e fedele nel novero dei mistici amanti. 


Se sei innamorato di Dio, Dio ti aprirà la sua porta, 
Cessa di amare te stesso, distruggi la dimora del possesso. 


Ricchi e poveri, sottomessi o ribelli, sono tutti servi dell'Amato. 
Come puoi tu invitarli a uscire fuori della loro dimora? 


Questo consiglio di Yunus è la parola del Tesoro Segreto, 
Chi è innamorato dell'Amato abbandona questo mondo e 
quell'altro. 


A NOI OCCORRE L'AMATO. 
A noi occorre l'Amato, il mondo non ci occorre, 
Ci occorrono i "significati", la lite non ci occorre. 


Questa notte è per noi come la notte di Kadir, 
Non venga il nuovo giorno, l'alba non ci occorre. 


Offrici, buon coppiere, il vino dell'amore, 
Non ci occorre, in Paradiso, la fonte di Kevser. 


Beviamo da molte coppe piene fino all'orlo, 
Non diventiamo ebbri, non ci occorre ubriacatura. 


Yunus s'è ubriacato e gli è caduta la coppa, 
Chiama il suo Tapduk, non gli occorre pudore. 


SE L'AMATO NON VIENE A NOI. 
Se l'Amato non viene a noi 

lo debbo tornare a Lui, 

Soffrire pene e dolori 

Per vedere il Volto dell'Amato. 


L'unico capitale era un pugno di terra, 
Ed anche ciò m'ha tolto, questo Amore, 
Non esiste capitale né negozio, 

Perché dovrei andare al mercato? 


Si sono stabiliti il negozio e il mercato, 


Ora l'Amato vi passeggia dentro, 
mio cuore conosce i suoi peccati, 
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Ch'io mi rivolga supplice al! Amato. 


Il mio cuore dice "LAmato è mio", 
Il mio occhio dice "LAmato é mio", 
Il mio cuore dice all'occhio "Pazienta 
Fino a che tu non chieda sue notizie". 


Ecco, é necessario guardare con mille occhi, 

Chi il Signore Iddio ha colmato del Suo sguardo, 
Quando penso a chi č da Lui stimato, 

Come posso disprezzarlo io? 


Il mio Tapduk dice a Yunus: 

E necessario che questo amore giunga a Dio. 
Di tutti Egli è l'Eccelso, 

Ch'io dunque giunga fino a Lui. 


O DILETTO DEL MIO CUORE. 
O Diletto del mio cuore, o sollievo alla mia sofferenza, 
Mio Sultano degli universi, aiuto, mio Dio, aiuto! 


Se questo mio dolore non passa e la Morte non sorride, 
Se le cose sperate non s'avverano, aiuto, mio Dio, aiuto! 


Ritenevo che il mondo fosse eterno e son rimasto smarrito, 
Ho appreso che c'era la morte, aiuto, mio Dio, aiuto! 


lo debbo ancora piangere, supplicare il mio Signore, 
Rifugiarmi presso Dio, aiuto, mio Dio, aiuto! 


Mistico Yunus, piangi, il Creatore accolga i tuoi peccati, 
Che tu possa vedere il Profeta, aiuto, mio Dio, aiuto! 


SONO IO QUELL'ALCIONE D'AMORE. 

Sono io quell'alcione d'amore, i mari ammirano me, 
L'oceano è la mia goccia, le molecole sono per me un 
pelago. 


Il monte Kaf non è la mia molecola, luna e sole sono per 
me schiavi, 

E Dio la mia radice, senza dubbio, il Corano è per me 
maestro. 


Il mio sentiero va verso l'Amato, la mia scienza è il regno 
dell'Eternità, 

Questa mia lingua parla per amore, l'amore è per me 
una passeggiata. 
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Quando queste Sedi dei Grandi non erano, Tu esistevi, о 
Sultano! 

Ahimè, dalla mano di quest'Amore s'è fatto a me dolore 
il rimedio. 


Prima che Adamo fosse creato, che l'anima si calasse 
nella forma, 

Prima che Satana fosse maledetto, il Trono Celeste era 
per me una passeggiata. 


Fu creato Mustafa, il cui volto è di rosa e il cui cuore è 
tutta limpidezza, 
Egli è stato a noi fedele, Egli ci ha accordato il suo favore. 


La gente della Sceria e lontana, non può giungere fino a 
questa tappa, 

lo conosco le lingue degli uccelli, è Salomone colui che 
me le suggerisce. 


Yunus, fra questa gente, è pieno di difetti, e Dio lo sa, 
E divenuto folle e grida: Essere derviscio è per me una 
calunnia. 


L'AMORE PERLA PATRIA MISTICA. 

L'amore per la patria mistica mi guida, ch'io vada 
invocando il nome dell'Amato, 

Chi vi può giungere resta, ch'io vi resti invocando il 
nome dell'Amato. 


La Morte tenga le redini della cavalcatura dell'eternità, 
Ch'io salga sul cavallo di legno e vada invocando il 
nome dell'Amato. 


Trascorrerò il tempo nell'eremo, mi aprirò al pari di una rosa, 
Diventerò usignuolo nella vigna dell'Amato, canterò 
invocando il nome dell'Amato. 


Con qualche metro di quella tela faranno al mio corpo un 
sudario, 

Spogliatomi della veste mondana mi rivestirò invocando il 
nome dell'Amato. 


Andrò errando come Magniin, attraverserò le alte montagne, 
Mi consumerò come un cero, invocando il nome dell'Amato. 


Con il corso di giorni, notti ed anni, con la pietra tombale 


rovesciata, 
Il corpo mi sia ridotto in cenere, invocando il nome dell'Amato. 
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Yunus Emre, vai рег la tua strada, i miscredenti non ti possono 
seguire, 

Fattomi alcione, ch'io mi immerga nel lago де Amato, 
invocandone il Nome. 


LAMORE SOMIGLIA A UN SOLE. 
Ascoltate, amici, ascoltate, l'amore somiglia a un sole, 
Chi non possiede l'amore somiglia, invece, a una pietra. 


In un cuore di pietra che altro può fiorire se non pietra? 
Per quanto dolcemente egli parli, la sua voce ha suono 
di guerra. 


Il cuore innamorato brucia, si fa molle come cera, 
Il cuore di pietra, ottenebrato, è come un duro, freddo 
inverno. 


Alla porta di quel Sultano, nel vestibolo del Signore, 
La sorte dei mistici amanti ogni istante somiglia a un 
guardiano. 


Lascia andare, Yunus, i tuoi pensieri e quest'arte, 
Bisogna essere amanti, prima, e dervisci poi. 


APRIMI IL CUORE, AMATO! 
Aprimi il cuore, Amato, guarda cosa c'è dentro! 
C'è, fra questa gente, chi si fa beffe di noi. 


Chi vuol ridere rida pure, resti Dio per noi, 
Che può saperne l'improvvido? C'è chi ama Dio. 


Questo cammino è lungo, molte sono le tappe, 
Non se ne trovano guadi, è pieno d'acque profonde. 


Ci siamo messi in cammino su questa via con amore, 
C'è chi ci invia lontano, in terre a noi straniere. 


Chi se la sente venga a salire sulla scena, 
Nessuna insoddisfazione resti per chi ha talento. 


Yunus, non desiderare di salire sulla scena, 
C'è già chi si sente in grado di salire sulla scena! 


SON DIVENUTO MISTICO AMANTE. 


Son divenuto mistico amante giungendo ai santi, 
Ho trovato Dio vedendo il volto di chi sa. 
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Son giunto a chi sa e in lui Бо trovato. il fine sognato, 
Non l'ho trovato facendo domande a chi mi circonda. 


Ovunque abbia guardato, il santo era li assiso, 
Ho afferrato il suo cuore e mi sono prostrato fino a terra. 


Da Dio giunge alle anime ogni sorta di fortuna, 
Che è divenuto impossibile trovare andando alla Caaba. 


La Caaba è la tua soglia e tu devi saperlo, 
Non troverai la strada se solo la cercherai. 


Fui sorgente, e i santi mistici mi hanno concesso la grazia, 
Fui mare e come fiume giunsi ai punti cardinali. 


Giunse la fama ed io, Yunus, rimasi sorpreso, 
Mi ha aperto bene gli occhi dandomi buoni consigli. 


NEL MARE DEL TUO AMORE. 

Ch'io entri, Amato, nel mare del Tuo amore e in esso 
anneghi, 

Che in questo mondo e nell'altro io raggiunga la sorte 
auspicata. 


Ch'io entri nel mare e vi anneghi, ch'io non indichi le 
lettere di "uomo", 

Ch'io divenga usignuolo nella vigna dell'Amato e ne 
raccolga le rose. 


Ch'io canti come un usiguolo e sia un'anima vestita di 
un corpo, 
Ch'io venga a sacrificare la mia vita sul Tuo sentiero. 


Ch'io divenga usignuolo e guidi infiniti cuori, 
Ch'io indirizzi il mio volto alla terra con un amore al di 
là del tempo. 


Grazie a Dio ho veduto il Suo Volto, ho bevuto l'Unione 
con l'Amato, 

Ch'io possa abbandonar questa città dell'egoismo, ch'io 
possa distruggerla. 


Yunus' è ferito d'amore ed è il più umile degli umili, 
In Te è il rimedio al mio dolore, ch'io Ti chieda la mia 


consolazione. 


ME NE VADO BRUCIANDO. 
Me ne vado bruciando bruciando, 
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L'amore m'ha tinto tutto di sangue, 
lo non sono savio né pazzo, 
Guarda cos'ha fatto di me l'amore. 


A volte soffio come fanno i venti, 

A volte, come le strade, sollevo polveroni, 
A volte scorro via come fanno i torrenti, 
Guarda cos'ha fatto di me l'amore. 


Mormoro come acque che scorrono, 
Mi lacero le viscere piene di dolore, 
Piango ricordando il mio Maestro, 
Guarda cos'ha fatto di me l'amore. 


Prendimi la mano e fa che io m'innalzi, 
Fammi giungere all'unione don Te, 

Molto m'hai fatto piangere, fammi ora ridere, 
Guarda cos'ha fatto di me l'amore. 


lo me ne vado in giro di paese in paese, 
Celebro il Maestro tra tutta la gente, 

In questo esilio chi può conoscere il mio stato? 
Guarda cos'ha fatto di me l'amore. 


Pari a Magnün io me ne vado errando, 
In sogno vedo la Persona da me amata, 
Quando mi risveglio divento tutto triste, 
Guarda cos'ha fatto di me l'amore. 


Il povero Yunus sono io, sono lo sfortunato, 
Da capo a piedi son tutto una ferita, 

Dal paese dell'Amato sono stato allontanato, 
Guarda cos'ha fatto di me l'amore. 


IO TI AMO. 
Io Ti amo dal più profondo di me stesso, 


Ho un cammino più interiore di questi Pilastri Teologici. 


La Sceria, le confraternite sono una via per chi giunge, 
Ma il frutto della Verità è il più interiore di tutti. 


E empietà negare i principii della propria religione, 
Ma c'è empietà più grande della sola credenza formale? 


Non dite ch'io sono in me, io non sono in me, 
C'è in me un io che è più interiore di me. 


La mia mano non raggiunge chi mi ha tratto fuori di me, 
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Chi giunge al più interiore del mistico Sultano? 


Dicono che re Salomone conoscesse le lingue degli uccelli, 
Esiste un Salomone più interiore di Salomone. 


Ad alcuni tocca in sorte un certo loro destino, 
Altri hanno uno scopo che è più interiore ancora. 


E il tuo amore che mi ha tratto fuori di me stesso, 
Che dolce dolore è questo, più interiore del rimedio. 


Lo sguardo del misero Yunus ha incontrato il Tuo sguardo, 
Alla porta c'è uno schiavo più interiore del Sultano. 
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NORWEGIAN 
1 
Du er min livsgnist 
Uten Deg har jeg ingen vilje 
Hvis Du ikke finnes i Paradis 
vil min tro forsvinne 


Mitt oye ser kun Deg 

Nar jeg snakker er det kun om Deg 
Mitt hoyeste onske om 4 folge Deg 
far alle andre onsker til a forsvinne 


Om jeg skulle ha glemt meg 
og kommet Deg for naer 
Uansett min tilstand 

ville all selvtillit forsvinne 


Om Du skulle drepe meg sotti ganger 
slik de gjorde med Cercis 

Hver gang ville jeg vende meg mot Deg 
for at min skam skulle forsvinne 


Selv Yûnus er betatt av Deg 

A penbar Deg for ham 

Du er min velgjorer fortsatt 

ved adskillese ville min godhet forsvinne 


2 

Din kjaerlighet har bergtatt min krop 
Det er Deg jeg trenger 

Jeg brenner dag og natt 

Det er Deg jeg trenger 


Ikke blir jeg lykkelig av rikdom 
Ikke blir jeg motles av fattigdom 
/ Din kjarlighet finner jeg styrke 
Det er Deg jeg trenger 


Din kjeerlighet renser de troende 

Den drukner dem i Ditt hav av kjeerlighet 
Den fyller dem med Ditt billede 

Det er Deg jeg trenger 


La meg drikke av kjeerlighetens vin 

La meg dra ut i odemarken som Mecnun 
La meg tenke pa Deg dag og natt 

Det er Deg jeg trenger 
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For sùfiene ег samtaler nodvendig 

For munker er et liv etter doden nodvendig 
For Menuner er Leyla nodvendig 

For meg er Du nodvendig 


Om de skulle drepe meg 

Om de skulle spre min aske i universet 
Stovet mitt ville rope der 

Det er Deg jeg trenger 


Yunus er mitt navn 

Min ild oker hver dag 

Mitt hap i dette og neste liv 
Det er Deg jeg trenger 


3 

For a kunne se Deg med oyet 

For 4 kunne na Deg med min hand 
Forlot jeg i dag min sjel pa veien 
For at den skal finne Deg i morgen 


I dag måtte jeg forlate min sjel pa veien 

Skal den overbringe meg Ditt budskap i morgen 
Ikke fortell den om paradiset 

For jeg begjarer ikke det 


Det er ikke paradis jeg trenger 

Det er ikke det min lengsel streber etter 
Dette er mitt rop fra hjerte 

For jeg behover ingen druehave 


Paradis mitt paradis sa Du 

Du oppildnet de troende 
Skjannhetene der er meg likegyldige 
For jeg onsker ikke disse 


Du gav oss ogsa her 

Den himmelske skjannhetens like 
Mitt begjaer gikk henne forbi 

For det er hos Deg jeg vil soke ly 


4 

Du kan gi henne til såfier 
Det er Deg jeg trenger 
Aldri om jeg forlater Deg 
For et blar i eyet 


Det er etter Deg Yünus lengter 
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Vis ham din lengsel 
Om Du da ikke er ubarmhjertig 
For a lede til den rettferdige vei 


5 

Ау Gud's drikke 

drakk vi, takk Gud 
Ditt stormfylte hav 
Kom vi over, takk Gud 


Fjellene foran oss 
Eikeskogene 

I god behold 

Kom vi over, takk Gud 


Torre var vi vate ble vi 
Vinger fikk vi fugl ble vi 
Like ble vi hverandre 
Vi flay, takk Gud 


Frem kom vi 

Til de rene sjelene 
Tapduk's budskap til folket 
Spredte vi, takk Gud 


Er du nar la oss bli venner 

Er du fremmed la oss bli kjent 
Hesten var er salet 

Vi er forenet, takk Gud 


I Rûm gikk vi ned og overvintret 


Vi fortalte om Ham med ord og gjerning 


Nar varen kom 
Dro vi videre, takk Gud 


6 

Vi samlet oss, kilde bli vi 
Vi samlet oss, elv ble vi 
Vi rant, havet fylte vi 

Vi rant over, takk Gud 


Under Tapduk's beskyttelse 
Ble ve tjener ved Hans dor 
Stakkars Yünus, umodne var vi 
Vi modnet, takk Gud 


7 
Jeg Баг funnet sjelenes sjel 
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La min gamle sjel bli plyndret 
Jeg gikk fra tap til vinning 
La min gamle forretning bli plyndret 


Jeg overgikk min bevissthet 

Jeg fjernet sloret fra oynene 

Jeg nadde frem til den sanne kjarlighet 
La min gamle vantro bli plyndret 


Min bevissthet forlot meg 

Det var mitt gods som tiltrakk venner 
Jeg ble en eiendomslos troende 

La mitt gamle gods bli plyndret 


Jeg skar over de verdslige band 
Jeg forlot mine venner 

Jeg kom med i de troendes skare 
La min gamle skare bli plyndret 


Jeg var trett av a vare splittet 

Jeg kledde meg i de troendes drakt 
Jeg hentet nye krefter fra skrifting 
La min gamle styrke bli plyndret 


Fordi velstand forsvant 

Kom det venner til oss derfra 
Fortvilte sjeler ble tylte med Бар 
La min gamle verden bli plyndret 


8 

Jeg har forlatt de endelose materielle krav 
Jeg var trett av sommer og vinter 

Jeg fant hagenes hage 

La min gamle hage bli plyndret 


Yunus så hyggelig har du sagt 
Honning og sukker har du spist 

Jeg har funnet honningens honning 
La min gamle kube bli plyndret 


9 

Den hengivne isfugl er jeg 
Tilbedt blir jeg av havene 

For meg er oseanet som en drape 
Draper er som osean for meg 


Kaf-fjellet hindrer meg ikke 
For meg er mane og sol tjenere 
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Sannhetssaker er jeg, ikke tviler 
Koranen er veiviser for meg 


Fordi min vei leder til Gud 

Er min viten arv fra uminnelige tider 

Det er av hengivenhet jeg uttaler 
Hengivenhet ble til lystig vandring for meg 


Gud fantes 

For himmelens port ble til 
Hans kjeerlige hand vare takket 
Lidelse ble til styrke for meg 


For Adam ble skapt 

For sjel tok bopel i legeme 

For djevelen ble fordomt 

Den niende himmel var vandringsted for meg 


Profeten Muhammed ble fodt 

Ansiktet som en rose, samvittigheten ren 
Han larte oss a elske 

Derfor finnes godhet for meg 


10 

Prestestanden er langt borte 
Den nar ikke disse trakter 

Jeg forstar din dype fortvilelse 
Sier Salomo til meg 


Den ufullkomne blandt dette folk 
Det vet Gud er Yünus 

Radvill er han blitt og roper ut 
Munkevesen er hykleri for meg 


11 

Jeg gar rundt og klager bittert min nod 
Hengivenhet har beruset mitt blod 

Ikke er jeg tilregnlig ikke er jeg gal 

Kom og se hva hengivenhet har gjort med meg 


Noen ganger blaser jeg som vindene 

Noen ganger stover jeg som veiene 

Noen ganger flommer jeg som elvene 

Kom og se hva hengivenhet har gjort med meg 


Jeg bruser som det rennende vann 


Jeg brennmerker mitt problemfylte hjerte 
Jeg grater over min Herres stahet 
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Kom og se hva hengivenhet har gjort med meg 


Ta hånden min og hjelp meg opp 

La meg bli forent med Deg 

Du har latt meg lide gjor meg lykkelig 

Kom og se Буа hengivenhet har gjort med meg 


Jeg gar fra det ene land til det andre 

Jeg spor meg frem etter Herren 

Hvem kan forsta min tilstand i utlendighet 
Kom og se hva hengivenhet har gjort med meg 


Jeg gar rundt som Menun den merkelige 

Jeg ser Ham i dromme 

Jeg blir trist nar jeg vakner 

Kom og se hva hengivenhet har gort med meg 


12 

Jeg stakkars Yünus er hjelpeslos 

Forst far jeg komme meg pa bena 

Jeg er en vander langt borte fra frendeland 
Kom og se hva hengivenhet har gjort med meg 


13 

Jeg tenker ikke a bli verende 

Jer er kommet for a reise 

Jeg er handelsmann med mange varer 
Jeg er kommet for a finne kjopere 


Jeg er ikke kommet for а sa splid 

Jeg er kommet for å spre kjæerlighet 
Guds bopel er i hjertene 

Jeg er kommet for å giore hjertene klare 


Din utilregnlighet oppildnet av Gud 
De hengivne gjenkjenner deg 
For min ustabile personlighet 
Jeg er kommet for å oppna harmoni 


Han er herre jeg tener 

I Guds hage er jeg nattergalen 

Til denne min Herres hage 

Jeg er kommet for å bli munter og synge 


De sjeler som er ukjente for Ham her 

De kjenner Han heller ikke der 

Jeg som har blitt kjent med Gud 

Jeg er kommet for å bekjentgjore min tilstand 


345 


Yunus sier jeg er blitt betatt 


Kjerlighetens lidelse slet meg sonder 


Til den ekte sannhetssokers dor 


Jeg er kommet for a la mitt liv bli brukt 


14 

Na rant du over igjen, gale hjerte 
Vil du risle som springvann 

Na rant du igjen, min boldfylte tare 
Vil du sperre veiene mine 


Min utsrakte hand nar ikke hjelperen 
Der finnes ingen hjelp for meg 

Jeg ble utstott fra landet mitt 

Vil du la meg fa vare her 


Jeg mistet min folgesvenn 
Mitt hjertesar er uhelbredelig 
Mine dynes blodige tarer 

Vil dere bli til en brusende elv 


Jeg ble til jord pa din vei 

Likevel enser du meg ikke 

Det er et stengsel foran meg 

Er du den ubarmhjertige hindring 


Det snodekte mektige fjell 

Stengte min vei pa rovers vis 

Jeg er kommet vekk fra min hjelper 
Vil du lede meg inn pa riktig vei 


15 

Du fyldige sky 

Hengende over de snodekte fjell 
Vil du lose din flette for meg 

Vil du grate lenge 


Yünus' sjel er blitt beruset 

Jeg er pa vei, hvilket er mitt land 
Yunus så deg i dro mme 

Er du syk, er du firsk 


16 

Denne tilstanden til dervisjene 
Den er en merkelig tilstand 
For et menneske som er dervisj 
Er forst og fremst ro nadvendig 
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Der ma уаге ro 

Skal man oppna enhet med Gud 

Selvet ma man legge ifra seg 

For sannhetssokeren er ydmykhet novendig 


For sannhetssokeren er ydmykhet slik 
For den som har lett og oynet Gud 
For den som soker etter viten om Deg 
Er lutter uselviskhet nodvendig 


Bli da uselvisk 

Са langt vekk fra ditt ego 

Den som har egoisme i hjertet 
Er fjernt fra a bli dervisj 


Han sa han var den rette sannhetssoker 
Han overga seg helt til oppgaven 

For de som har funnet sannheten 

Er anstrengelsen pilaren fra jord til himmel 
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Denne utmerkelsen til dervisj 

Den ble ikke kunngjort av muftiene 
Hva vet de om den 

Den er en skjult orden 


Yûnus om du er vis 

Si da ikke jeg forsto jeg vet 
Hold fast ved uselviskheten 
For deg er den nodvendig 


18 

Det er nodvendig a vare tjener for Kongen 
Da blir man aldri arbeidslos 

Det er nodvendig 4 lene seg mot en terskel 
Den tar ingen fra deg 


Det er nodvendig а bli en fugl og fly 

Det er nodvendig a passere en grense 

Det er nodvendig a drikke av en sierbett 

Den lar ikke de som drikker komme til seg selv 


Det er nodvendig a vare en sterk isfugl 
Det er nodvendig 4 dykke i havet 

Det er nodvendig 4 finne en perle 
Den vet aldri en juvelćr om 
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Det er подуеп 41$ å ga inn i en hage 

Det er nodvendig a ta en hyggelig spasertur 
Det er nodvendig a lukte pa en frisk rose 
Den rosen visner aldri for ham 


Det er no dvendig for mennesket a vare forelsket 
Det er nodvendig a kjenne at en er elsket 

Det er nodvendig a la seg forme av kjæerligheten 
Den holdes ikke ved like pa annen mate 
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Det er nodvendig for mennesket a kjenne Gud 
Det er nodvendig a motta rikting viten 

Det er nodvendig a de mens en er her 

Den som er kommet dit dor ikke 


Yünus hold na stand til du er fremme 
Bring ditt legeme til Herren 
Bring en sannhetssoker som deg selv 
Han kommer aldri til jorden 
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De forsto det av uselviskheten 
Hvem som hadde funnet sannheten 
De dyttet ham utfor trappen 

His han var nedlatende 


Hjertet vandrer i hoyden 

Na og da gar det utfor veien 

Vann gjennomtrenger den steinharde overflaten 
Hva som enn finnes innunder 


Den dove horer ikke ordet 

Dag blir onsket velkommen av natt 
Den vantroendes oye er blindt 
Hvis verden er opplyst 


Under den velvillige Guds styre 
Passet Han pa hjertene 

For begge verdener er det en ulykke 
Hvem som enn adelegger disse 


Det du onsker for deg selv 
Onsk det ogsa for din neste 
Betydningen av de fire boker 


Er dette om der er noen 


21 
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Bekjente Баг reist forbi 
overnattingsgjestene har vendt tilbake 
De har drukket av kjerlighetens vin 
De som forstar betydningen 


Yünus er sto pa veien 

Han bor ikke stoppe pa hoyden 
For a se broen over skeersilden 
Hvis det er Gud han elsker 


22 

Man mà sporre de som vet 
Hva livet i denne kroppen er 
Livet er Gud's egen kraft 
Hva er blodet i arene 


Tanke er tjener 

Bekymring avler frykt 

Sukk og stonn uttrykker hengivenhet 
Hvem er kongen pa tronen 


Lovet vare Hans enhet 

Han skapte dette ut av intet 
For egentlig er vi ikke til 
Hva er gods og hjem 


Gud sendte oss 

Slik at vi skulle fa se verden 

Denne verden er selv ikke uforgjengelig 
Hva var gods for Salomo 


Sper Yûnus fra Tapduk 

Hva han forsto av denne verden 
Denne verden er ikke kommet for à bli 
Hvem er du hvem er jeg 


23 

O brodre o venner 

Jeg er redd for a do 

Jeg mà vare arvaken etter doden 
For ikke a fa det jeg fortjener 


Jeg kan se det for meg 

De ramser opp mine synder 

Jeg blir gal av frykt 

For hvem jeg er og det jeg har gjort 


Hvis jeg virkelig er tjener 
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Jeg skulle Ба gatt i Hans tjeneste 
Jeg skulle ha gratt i denne verden 


For a kunne le nar jeg kommer dit i morgen 


Jeg kom kun til denne verden 
For a gjore meg selv til tjener 
Jeg gjorde ikke gode gjerninger 
For a slippe kvalen 


O utslitte stakkars Yûnus 

Hvorfor er syndene dine sa mange 
Han sa jeg har sokt ly hos min Gud 
For samtidig a be om tilgivelse 
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Mitt livslop er na forbi 

Som en vind har det baert av sted 
Ja det forekommer meg 

Som kun av et eyeblikks varighet 


Gud kan folgende bevitne 
Anden er legemets gjest 

En dag skal den dette forlate 
Som fuglen flyr fra buret 


Den stakkars sonn av mennesket 
Sammenlignet blir han med samannen 
Enkelte hoster nok andre intet 

Som de har valgt sin sabunn 


For en ting pa denne jord 

Mitt indre brenner jeg selv fortres 
Nar de dor i sin livskraftige ungdom 
Som himmelens avling hostes 


Hvis du besokte en syk 

Hvis du gav ham en munnfull vann 

Vil han mate deg der i morgen 

Som det var Gud's vin han hadde drukket 


25 

Hvis du s en fattig mann 

Hvis du gav ham noe gammelt 

Vil han mote deg der i morgen 

Som det var Gud's klede han hadde fatt 


Yunus Emre pa denne jord 
Det sies at to mennesker blir varende 
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Men udo delige Elias virker 
Som han har drukket av hostregnet 
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RUSSIAN 


* 


С того дня, как Мевляна взглянул на нас, Его прекрасный взгляд стал зеркалом нашей 
души. 


$ togo dnya, kak Mevlyana vzglyanul па паз, Yego prekrasnyy vzglyad stal zerkalom nashey 
dushi. 


* 


Дервиш Юнус, не говори свои слова вкривь и вкось. He то придет Молла Касым, который 
осудит тебя. 


Dervish Yunus, ne govori svoi slova vkriv' i vkos'. Ne to pridet Molla Kasym, kotoryy osudit 
tebya. 


* 


Цель учебы какая? - Познание Бога. Если вы не вникнете в суть того, что получаете, это 
ничего не будет значить. Не хвастайся, что много знаешь и не ставь себя выше других 
потому, что много молишься, Если ты не видишь Творца в деяниях святых, то, значит, ты 
стараешься без толку. 


Tsel' ucheby КаКауа? - Poznaniye Boga. Yesli уу пе vniknete у sut' togo, chto poluchayete, eto 
nichego ne budet znachit'. Ne khvastaysya, chto mnogo znayesh' i ne stav' sebya vyshe drugikh 
potomu, chto mnogo molish'sya, Yesli ty ne vidish' Tvortsa v deyaniyakh svyatykh, to, znachit, 
ty starayesh'sya bez tolku. 


* 


Мне посчастливилось узнать Тапдука, Салтука и Барака. Душа моя разволновалась, как же 
я могу скрыть это. 


Mne poschastlivilos' uznat' Tapduka, Saltuka i Baraka. Dusha moya razvolnovalas', kak zhe ya 
mogu skryt' eto. 


* 


Я скитаюсь из города в город и повсюду ищу шейхов (* здесь в значении «образованные, 
умные люди»). Никто не знает, каково мне на чужбине, Приди и сам увидь, что сделала со 
мной любовь. 


YA skitayus' iz goroda у gorod i povsyudu ishchu sheykhov (* zdes' у znachenii 
«obrazovannyye, umnyye lyudi»). Nikto ne znayet, kakovo mne na chuzhbine, Pridi i sam 
uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 


* 


Я странствовал по Анатолии, побывал в Дамаске, Прошел все северные провинции. 
Повсюду искал, но нигде не повстречал такого беднягу, как я сам. 


YA stranstvoval ро Anatolii, pobyval у Damaske, Proshel vse severnyye provintsii. Povsyudu 
iskal, no nigde ne povstrechal takogo bednyagu, kak ya sam. 
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* 


Во время беседы с Мевляной играл саз и было веселье, TAM мудрецы узнали, какие дела 
ангелы записывают как богоугодные и какие - как грехи. 


Vo vremya besedy s Mevlyanoy igral saz i Бую vesel'ye, Tam mudretsy uznali, kakiye dela 
angely zapisyvayut kak bogougodnyye i kakiye - kak grekhi. 
* 


С того дня, как Мевляна взглянул на нас, Его прекрасный взгляд стал зеркалом нашей 
души. 


$ togo dnya, kak Mevlyana vzglyanul na паз, Yego prekrasnyy vzglyad stal zerkalom nashey 
dushi. 


* 


Юнус говорит эти слова, словно смешивая мед с маслом. Он предлагает народу свой 
товар, и это не соль, а жемчужины. 


Yunus govorit eti slova, slovno smeshivaya med s maslom. Оп predlagayet narodu svoy tovar, i 
eto ne sol’, а zhemchuzhiny. 


* 


Есть слова, которые могут остановить войну, И есть слова, которые могут привести к 
погибели. Есть слова, которые даже отравленную пищу Сделают сладкой, как мед с 
маслом. 


Yest' slova, kotoryye mogut ostanovit' voynu, I yest' slova, kotoryye mogut privesti К pogibeli. 
Yest' slova, kotoryye dazhe otravlennuyu pishchu Sdelayut sladkoy, kak med s maslom. 


Говори слова к месту и He говори плохих слов, Потому как хорошее слово может обратить 
земной ад B pali. 


Govori slova К mestu i пе govori plokhikh slov, Potomu kak khorosheye slovo mozhet obratit' 
zemnoy ad v ray. 
* 


Юнус, как хорошо ты сказал, из уст твоих каплет мед. Я нашел самый лучший мед, пусть 
будет разграблен мой улей. 


Yunus, kak khorosho ty skazal, iz ust tvoikh kaplet med. YA nashel samyy luchshiy med, pust' 
budet razgrablen moy uley. 


* 


Прогуливаясь утром, я увидел на кладбище могилы. Увидел смешавшийся с землей прах, 
который был в прошлом живым телом. 
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Progulivayas' utrom, ya uvidel na kladbishche mogily. Uvidel smeshavshiysya s zemley prakh, 
kotoryy byl v proshlom zhivym telom. 
* 


Брось беспокоиться о смерти, ведь влюбленные не умирают, они вечны. Что смерть для 
влюбленного? Для него это встреча с божественным светом. 


Bros' bespokoit'sya o smerti, ved' vlyublennyye ne umirayut, oni vechny. Chto smert' dlya 
vlyublennogo? Dlya nego eto vstrecha s bozhestvennym svetom. 
ж 


Зачем бояться смерти? Ведь после смерти ты встречаешься с Богом, И душа твоя 
7 
достигает вечности. Å страх полного исчезновения - это удел ничтожеств. 


Zachem boyat'sya smerti? Ved' posle smerti ty vstrechayesh'sya s Bogom, I dusha tvoya 
dostigayet vechnosti. A strakh polnogo ischeznoveniya - eto udel nichtozhestv. 
ж 


Тот человек, который привяжется к земному бытию, в конце концов, пожалеет об этом. 
Все то, что он присвоит себе и скажет «мое», на том свете обратится ему во вред. 


Tot chelovek, kotoryy privyazhetsya К zemnomu bytiyu, у kontse kontsov, pozhaleyet ob etom. 
Vse to, chto on prisvoit sebe i skazhet «moye», na tom svete obratitsya yemu vo vred. 
* 


Оставь высокий сан и не стремись к славе, найди в себе силы сделать это. Пророк 
Мухаммед будет молить Бога простить нас и будет нашим заступником в судный день. 


Ostav' vysokiy san i ne stremis' К slave, naydi у sebe sily sdelat' eto. Prorok Mukhammed budet 
molit' Boga prostit' nas i budet nashim zastupnikom v sudnyy den'. 


Дервиш не тот, кто ходит в рубище и колпаке. В рубище не нуждается тот, кто стал 
дервишем в душе. 


Dervish ne tot, kto khodit у rubishche i kolpake. У rubishche пе nuzhdayetsya tot, kto stal 
dervishem v dushe. 


* 


Знание ведет к истине, Истина заключается в познании самого себя. Если ты не познал 
самого себя, То какой смысл 6 учебе? 


Znaniye vedet К istine, Istina zaklyuchayetsya У poznanii samogo sebya. Yesli ty пе poznal 
samogo sebya, To kakoy smysl 6 uchebe? 
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* 


Если ты хоть раз кого-нибудь обидел, То зачем совершать намаз? В нем нет никакого 
смысла. Даже усилиями семидесяти двух народов Не смыть грязь с твоей души. 


Yesli ty khot' raz kogo-nibud' obidel, To zachem sovershat' namaz? V nem net 211210806 
Dazhe usiliyami semidesyati dvukh narodov Ме smyt' gryaz' s tvoyey dushi. 


* 


Истинная дорога Ta, которая идет прямо, Истинный глаз TOT, который видит Бога. 
Добрый человек тот, который ведет себя скромно, Смотрящий свысока - не настоящий 
человек. 


Истинная дорога та, которая идет прямо, Истинный глаз тот, который видит Бога. 
Добрый человек тот, который ведет себя скромно, Смотрящий свысока - не настоящий 
человек. 


* 


Скитаюсь я, горя в огне, любовь обагрила меня кровью. Наполовину утратил я разум, 
приди и увидь, что сделала со мной любовь. 


Skitayus' ya, gorya У ogne, lyubov' obagrila menya krov'yu. Napolovinu utratil ya razum, pridi i 
uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 
ж 


Раньше я не был таким, Теперь же в душу мне запала любовь. Из-за любви страдает 
сердце, Кипит оно и клокочет. 


Ran'she ya ne byl takim, Teper’ zhe v dushu mne zapala lyubov'. 12-22 lyubvi stradayet serdtse, 
Kipit ono i klokochet. 
ж 


Кто не горит пламенем любви, Кто не вспоминает о смерти, И не желает проснуться и 
открыть глаза, Тот погряз в невежестве. 


Kto ne gorit plamenem lyubvi, Kto пе vspominayet о smerti, І пе zhelayet prosnut'sya і otkryt' 
glaza, Tot pogryaz v nevezhestve. 


* 


Прежде любовь для меня была всего лишь мечтой, Ho Бог облегчил мне достижение цели. 
Дервиш Юнус стал птицей, Летящей сквозь толпу. 


Prezhde lyubov' dlya menya byla vsego lish' mechtoy, No Bog oblegchil mne dostizheniye tseli. 
Dervish Yunus stal ptitsey, Letyashchey skvoz' tolpu. 


О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои прекрасны, Да будет моя душа жертвой тебе! O 
Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои прекрасны, Будь заступником твоего жалкого раба! 
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О Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi prekrasny, Da budet moya dusha zhertvoy tebe! O 
Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi prekrasny, Bud' zastupnikom tvoyego zhalkogo raba! 


* 


О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои прекрасны, Без всякого сомнения, ты пророк, 
ниспосланный Богом. Не воспринявшие твоего слова умрут безбожниками, Для чего 
влюбленному Юнусу мир без тебя? 


O Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi prekrasny, Bez vsyakogo somneniya, ty prorok, 
nisposlannyy Bogom. Ne vosprinyavshiye tvoyego slova umrut bezbozhnikami, Dlya chego 
vlyublennomu Yunusu mir bez tebya? 


* 


Я влюбился в Аллаха и нет моему наслаждению конца, Отныне мое место среди святых, И 
не нужен мне никто, кроме Аллаха. 


YA vlyubilsya у Allakha i net moyemu naslazhdeniyu kontsa, Otnyne moye mesto sredi 
svyatykh, I ne nuzhen mne nikto, krome Allakha. 


* 


Имя Аллаха у меня всегда на устах, горю я любовью к Нему, Без упоминания Аллаха я 
превращусь в ничто, И буду страдать от тысячи невзгод, рыдая. Не нужен мне никто, 
кроме Аллаха. 


Imya Allakha u menya 756802 na ustakh, goryu ya lyubov'yu К Мети, Bez upominaniya 
Allakha ya prevrashchus' v nichto, I budu stradat' ot tysyachi nevzgod, rydaya. Ne nuzhen mne 
nikto, krome Allakha. 


* 


Нет такого человека на свете, который бы не знал любовь. Каждый человек кого-то или 
что-то любит. В Божьем мире существуют тысячи разновидностей любви, Выбери ту, 
которая подходит тебе. 


Net takogo cheloveka na svete, kotoryy by ne znal lyubov'. Kazhdyy chelovek kogo-to Ш chto- 
to lyubit. У Bozh'yem mire sushchestvuyut tysyachi raznovidnostey lyubvi, Vyberi tu, kotoraya 
podkhodit tebe. 


* 


Что делают с сухим деревом? Ero рубят на дрова. Человек, у которого в душе HET любви, 
подобен сухому дереву. Эй, друзья! Слушайте, что я скажу: любовь подобна солнцу, Душа, 
которая не любит, подобна камню. 


Chto delayut s sukhim derevom? Yego rubyat па drova. Chelovek, u kotorogo у dushe net 


lyubvi, podoben sukhomu derevu. Ey, druz'ya! Slushayte, chto ya skazhu: lyubov' podobna 
solntsu, Dusha, kotoraya ne lyubit, podobna kamnyu. 
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Любовь к Тебе отняла y меня разум, Мне нужен Ты, и только Ты. Горю от любви изо AHA B 
день, Мне нужен Ты, и только Ты. 


Lyubov' К Tebe otnyala u menya razum, Mne nuzhen Ту, i tol'ko Ty. Goryu ot lyubvi izo dnya 
у لمعل‎ Mne nuzhen Ту, i tol'ko Ty. 


* 


Не радуюсь богатству, И нетужу о бедности. Довольно мне Твоей любви, Мне нужен Ты, 
и только Ты. 


Ne raduyus' bogatstvu, I ne tuzhu o bednosti. Dovol'no mne Tvoyey lyubvi, Mne nuzhen Ту, i 
tol'ko Ty. 
ж 


Будем всегда повторять имя Бога, Увидим, что Он сделает. Будем тверды на Божьем пути, 
Увидим, что Он сделает. 


Budem vsegda povtoryat' imya Boga, Uvidim, chto On sdelayet. Budem tverdy па Bozh'yem 
puti, Uvidim, chto On sdelayet. 


* 


Повторяй имя Аллаха и просиу Hero, Tak как все принадлежит Ему, Будем уповать на 
Него, Увидим, что Он сделает. 


Povtoryay imya Allakha i prosi и Nego, Tak kak vse prinadlezhit Yemu, Budem upovat' na 
Nego, Uvidim, chto On sdelayet. 


* 


Her y меня в этом мире своего места, Å странствую, чтобы достигнуть Бога. Хотя я и 
султан в этом мире, Но корона моя и трон мой принадлежат Ему. 


Net u menya v etom mire svoyego mesta, YA stranstvuyu, chtoby dostignut' Boga. Khotya ya i 
sultan v etom mire, No korona moya i tron moy prinadlezhat Yemu. 


* 


Куда бы я ни смотрел, глаза мои видят Тебя, И что бы я ни сказал, мои слова непременно о 
Тебе. Нет у меня важнее дела, как искать Тебя глазами души. 


Kuda by ya ni smotrel, glaza moi vidyat Tebya, I chto by ya ni skazal, moi slova nepremenno о 
Tebe. Net u menya vazhneye dela, kak iskat' Tebya glazami dushi. 


* 


О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои прекрасны О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои 
прекрасны, Да будет моя душа жертвой тебе! О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои 
прекрасны, Будь заступником твоего жалкого раба! 
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О Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi prekrasny О Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi 
prekrasny, Da budet moya dusha zhertvoy tebe! O Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi 
prekrasny, Bud' zastupnikom tvoyego zhalkogo raba! 


* 


Праведные много страдают в этом мире, Вознаграждение и покой они найдут Ha TOM 
свете. О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои прекрасны, Ты избранный из восемнадцати 
тысяч миров. 


Pravednyye mnogo stradayut у etom mire, Voznagrazhdeniye i pokoy oni naydut na tom svete. 
O Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi prekrasny, Ty izbrannyy iz vosemnadtsati tysyach 
mirov. 


* 


Ты TOT, который вознесся Ha седьмые небеса, И обошел небесный свод. Ты TOT, который B 
ночь вознесения просил за всех мусульман, О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои прекрасны! 


Ty tot, kotoryy voznessya па sed'myye nebesa, I oboshel nebesnyy svod. Ty tot, kotoryy 7 
noch' vozneseniya prosil za vsekh musul'man, O Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi 
ргеКгазпу! 


* 


Te четыре товарища" - его сподвижники, Кто любит их, TOT удерживается от греха. Ты 
предводитель восемнадцати тысяч миров, О Мухаммед, имя и сущность твои прекрасны! 


Te chetyre tovarishcha'° - yego spodvizhniki, Kto lyubit ikh, tot uderzhivayetsya ot grekha. Ty 
predvoditel' vosemnadtsati tysyach mirov, O Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi ргеКгазпу! 


* 


Для чего влюбленному Юнусу оба мира без тебя? Без всякого сомнения, ты пророк, 
ниспосланный Богом. Не воспринявшие твоего слова умрут безбожниками, О Мухаммед, 
имя и сущность твои прекрасны! 


Dlya chego vlyublennomu Yunusu oba mira bez tebya? Bez vsyakogo somneniya, ty prorok, 
nisposlannyy Bogom. Ne vosprinyavshiye tvoyego slova umrut bezbozhnikami, O 
Mukhammed, imya i sushchnost' tvoi prekrasny! 


* 


Если ты хоть раз кого-нибудь обидел Если ты хоть раз кого-нибудь обидел, То зачем 
совершать намаз? В нем нет никакого смысла. Даже усилими семидесяти двух народов Не 
смыть грязь с твоей души. 


Yesli ty khot' raz kogo-nibud' obidel Yesli ty khot' raz kogo-nibud' obidel, То zachem sovershat' 


namaz? V nem net nikakogo smysla. Dazhe usilimi semidesyati dvukh narodov Ne smyt' gryaz' 
s tvoyey dushi. 
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Истинная дорога та, которая идет прямо, Истинный глаз тот, который видит Бога. 
Добрый человек тот, который ведет себя скромно, Смотрящий свысока - не настоящий 
человек. 


Istinnaya doroga ta, kotoraya idet pryamo, Istinnyy glaz tot, kotoryy vidit Boga. Dobryy 
chelovek tot, kotoryy vedet sebya skromno, Smotryashchiy svysoka - ne nastoyashchiy 
chelovek. 


* 


Если ты пошел по верному пути, И признал своим наставником настоящего мюршида, 
Если ты еще и совершил богоугодное дело, Воздастся тебе сторицей. 


Yesli ty poshel ро vernomu puti, I priznal svoim nastavnikom nastoyashchego myurshida, Yesli 
ty yeshche i sovershil bogougodnoye delo, Vozdastsya tebe storitsey. 


* 


Юнус говорит эти слова, Словно смешивая мед с маслом. Он предлагает народу свой 
товар, И это не соль, а жемчужины. 


Yunus govorit eti slova, Slovno smeshivaya med $ maslom. Оп predlagayet narodu svoy tovar, I 
eto ne sol’, a zhemchuzhiny. 


* 


Знание ведет к истине Знание ведет к истине, Истина заключается в познании самого себя. 
Если ты не познал самого себя, То какой смысл в учебе? 


Znaniye vedet К istine Znaniye vedet К istine, Istina zaklyuchayetsya v poznanii samogo sebya. 
Yesli ty ne poznal samogo sebya, To kakoy smysl у uchebe? 


* 


He хвастайся, что много знаешь и не ставь себя выше других потому, что много молишься, 
Если ты не ВИДИШЬ Творца в деяниях святых, то, значит, ты стараешься без толку. 


Ne khvastaysya, chto mnogo znayesh' i ne stav' sebya vyshe drugikh potomu, chto mnogo 
molish'sya, Yesli ty ne vidish' Tvortsa v deyaniyakh svyatykh, to, znachit, ty starayesh'sya bez 
tolku. 


* 


Суть четырех книг" таится в одной букве алиф." Если ты этого HE понял, то какой толк OT 
y y ) 
твоей учебы? 


Sut' chetyrekh knig" taitsya у odnoy bukve alif." Yesli ty etogo ne ponyal, to kakoy tolk ot 
tvoyey ucheby? 


* 


Юнус Эмре говорит: Эй, ходжа! Соверши ты хоть тысячу раз хадж, Что с того? Самое 
богоугодное дело - Совершить добрый поступок и тем самым завоевать чье- либо сердце. 
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Yunus Emre govorit: Ey, khodzha! Sovershi ty khot' tysyachu raz khadzh, Chto $ togo? Samoye 
bogougodnoye delo - Sovershit' dobryy postupok i tem samym zavoyevat' ch'ye- libo serdtse. 


* 


Скитаюсь я, горя в огне Скитаюсь я, горя в огне, любовь обагрила меня кровью. 
Наполовину утратил я разум, приди и увидь, что сделала со мной любовь. 


Skitayus' ya, gorya v ogne Skitayus' ya, gorya У ogne, lyubov' obagrila menya krov'yu. 
Napolovinu utratil ya razum, pridi i uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 
ж 


То бушую я, как ветер, то вьюсь я, как пыль на дороге, То мчусь я, как стремительный 
поток. Приди и увидь, что сделала со мной любовь. 


To bushuyu уа, kak veter, to v'yus' ya, kak pyl' na doroge, To mchus' ya, kak stremitel'nyy 
potok. Pridi i uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 


* 


Бурлю я, как стремительный поток, Душа моя разрывается на части. Вспомню своего 
наставника и заплачу, Приди и увидь, что сделала со мной любовь. 


Burlyu ya, kak stremitel'nyy potok, Dusha moya razryvayetsya na chasti. Vspomnyu svoyego 
nastavnika i zaplachu, Pridi i uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 


* 


Или дай мне руку и помоги мне подняться, Или сделай так, чтобы я соединился с тобой. Å 
долго лил слезы из-за тебя, сделай же так, чтобы я рассмеялся, Приди и увидь, что сделала 
со мной любовь. 


Ili day mne ruku i pomogi mne podnyat'sya, Ш sdelay tak, chtoby ya soyedinilsya s toboy. YA 
dolgo lil slezy iz-za tebya, sdelay zhe tak, chtoby ya rassmeyalsya, Pridi i uvid', chto sdelala so 
mnoy lyubov'. 

ж 


Я скитаюсь из города в город и повсюду ищу шейхов. Никто не знает, каково мне на 
чужбине, Приди и увидь, что сделала со мной любовь. 


YA skitayus' iz goroda у gorod i povsyudu ishchu sheykhov. Nikto пе znayet, kakovo mne па 
chuzhbine, Pridi i uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 


* 


Скитаюсь я, как Меджун, Вижу свою возлюбленную в снах. Просыпаюсь с печалью в 
сердце, Приди и увидь, что сделала со мной любовь. 


Skitayus' ya, kak Medzhun, Vizhu svoyu vozlyublennuyu У snakh. Prosypayus' s pechal'yu 7 
serdtse, Pridi i uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 
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Бедный я Юнус, как я жалок, Покрыт я ранами с головы до ног. Нет друга, который 
протянул бы руку мне, Приди и увидь, что сделала со мной любовь. 


Ведпуу ya Yunus, kak ya zhalok, Pokryt ya ranami $ golovy do nog. Net druga, kotoryy 
protyanul by ruku mne, Pridi i uvid', chto sdelala so mnoy lyubov'. 


* 


Мне нужен Ты, и только Ты Любовь к Тебе отняла у меня разум, Мне нужен Ты, и только 
Ты. Горю от любви изо дня в день, Мне нужен Ты, и только Ты. 


Mne nuzhen Ty, i tol'ko Ty Lyubov' К Tebe otnyala u menya razum, Mne nuzhen Ty, i tol'ko 
Ty. Goryu ot lyubvi izo dnya у den', Mne nuzhen Ту, i tol'ko Ту. 


* 


Не радуюсь богатству, И нетужу о бедности. Довольно мне Твоей любви, Мне нужен Ты, 
и только Ты. 


Ne raduyus' bogatstvu, I пе tuzhu o bednosti. Dovol'no mne Tvoyey lyubvi, Mne nuzhen Ту, i 
tol'ko Ty. 
ж 


Любовь к Тебе убивает влюбленных (т. е. отрешает их от земной жизни), Погружая их B 
море любви (в котором они исчезают как капельки), Наполняя их божьим светом. Мне 
нужен Ты, и только Ты. 


Lyubov' К Tebe ubivayet vlyublennykh (t. ye. otreshayet ikh ot zemnoy 261701), Pogruzhaya 
ikh v more lyubvi (v kotorom oni ischezayut kak kapel'ki), Napolnyaya ikh bozh'im svetom. 
Mne nuzhen Ту, i tol'ko Ту. 


* 


Пью любовное вино,! скитаюсь по горам, как Меджнун. Днем и ночью все мои мысли о 
тебе, Мне нужен Ты, и только Ты. 


P'yu lyubovnoye vino,! skitayus' po goram, kak Medzhnun. Dnem i noch'yu vse moi mysli o 
tebe, Mne nuzhen Ty, i tol'ko Ту. 
ж 


Суфиям нужна беседа, Ахиям - тот свет. Меджнуны ищут свою Лейлу. Мне нужен Ты, и 
только Ты. 


Sufiyam nuzhna beseda, Akhiyam - tot svet. Medzhnuny ishchut svoyu Leylu. Mne nuzhen Ту, 
i tol'ko Ty. 


* 


Говорят «рай», а что это? Всего лишь красивые дома и гурии. Отдай их тем, KTO их 
желает, а мне нужен Ты, и только Ты. 
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Govoryat «ray», a chto eto? Vsego lish' krasivyye doma i gurii. Otday ikh tem, kto ikh 
zhelayet, a mne nuzhen Ty, i tol'ko Ty. 


* 


Moe имя Юнус, с каждым днем я горю все больше и больше. Есть только одно желание у 
меня в обоих мирах: Мне нужен Ты, и только Ты. 


Moye imya Yunus, $ kazhdym dnem ya goryu vse bol'she i bol'she. Yest' tol'ko odno zhelaniye u 
menya v oboikh mirakh: Mne nuzhen 'Ty, i tol'ko 'Ty. 
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SPANISH 
LA PALABRA 
Deje que justifica la palabra 
¿Quién habla sabiamente 
Abre el camino 
Para el que dijo una palabra profunda 


Hay una palabra que termina la guerra 

Hay una palabra que termina malas situaciones, 

Hay una palabra que puede transformar un plato envenenado 
En la miel y la mantequilla 


Haga que sus palabras se convierten en 
El mal que te desapareces 

Filtrais sus palabras de su mente 

No digas nada despreciable 


O Ven aquí mis amigos, 

Escucha nuestras palabras 

Una palabra puede cambiar una joya 
En una tierra mísera 


Una persona debe saber cuándo hablar 

Y nunca se debe decir palabras viles 

El infierno del universo 

Se transforma en siete cielos con una palabra 


Camine por su propio camino, el camino correcto 
No ten confianza en sus conocimientos 

Concede que en su discurso 

Una palabra vino de tu mente 


Yunus le hablará correctamente ahora 
Evita que tus palabras 

Te distancia 

De la estancia del Shah 


NECESITO QUE USTED 

Tu amor me ha sacado de mí, 

Yo no necesito eso de ti 

Todos los días me derramó lágrimas por ti 
Yo no necesito eso de ti 


No estoy feliz por mi salud 

No me estoy quejando de la pobreza 
Me consuelo con su amor 

Yo no necesito eso de ti 
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Tom amor mata el amor 

Las inmersiones en el mar de amor 
El llenado del destino 

Yo no necesito eso de ti 


Permitanme encanta beber vino 

У como Mecnun vagando en las montafias 
Cada momento con usted es mi dolor 

Yo no necesito eso de ti 


Sufies necesitan de la discordia 
Los Ahis necesitan la otra vida 
Majnun necesita Leyla 

Yo no necesito eso de ti 


MI VIDA ES PASADO 

Mi vida ha pasado 

A medida que el viento soplò 
Me pareciò 

Como un guifio 


Que Dios sea testigo de mi palabra 

En el cuerpo, el alma es un invitado 
Un dia él dejara el 

Como un pajaro que volaba de su jaula 


Cosechan para 

Los humanos pobres 

Algunos de ellos otras plantas verdes marchitas 
Como las semillas que estaban dispersas 

Para un solo objeto en el mundo 

Mi corazön, mi alma pulso 

Para aquellos que muriö joven 

A medida que el cuerno que se recogiò sin ser maduro 


Si usted visita а un enfermo 
Y le da un vaso de agua 

Y cuando después lo niega 
Se bebió el vino de Dios 


Si usted ve a un pobre 

Y ayudas 

Y si él lo niega 

Se bebió el vino de Dios 


Yunus Emre, dicen en el mundo 


Sólo habrá dos inmortales 
Quién se llaman Hizir e Ilyas 
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Como si hubieran bebido el elixir 


ESTOY CAMINANDO 

La llama y el calor, camino 

El amor ha pintado sangre 
Que yo sea sabio o necio, 
Venga y vea lo que me encanta 


Yo golpe como el viento 

Fluyo como un arroyo 

A veces siembro el polvo como un rastro 
Venga y vea lo que me encanta 


Yo gárgola como un río 

Zapato que mi hígado 

Lloro cuando mi maestro viene a la mente 
Venga y vea lo que me encanta 


Me das una mano o una carga 

O usted me ayuda con tu espíritu 
Hazme sonreír o llorar 

Venga y vea lo que me encanta 


Caminé a lo largo de los caminos de diferentes países 
Y le pregunté a mi amo en diferentes idiomas 

¿Quién se preocupa por mi de todos modos? 

Venga y vea lo que me encanta 


Me convertí Majnun y vagaba en las carreteras 
Vi a mi amada en mis suefios 

Y me desperté y tenía un corazón adolorido 
Venga y vea lo que me encanta 


Pobre Yunus, no estoy satisfecho 

Me duele de la cabeza alos pies 
Debido a mi compafiero estoy inactivo 
Venga y vea lo que me encanta 


QUE ES EL AMOR? 

Oídme, mis amigos, 

El amor es una cosa preciosa 
Sentirlo no tiene valor 

El amor es una cosa respetuosa 


Se da placer y dolor al mismo tiempo 


Éllanza Hamza de la montafia Kaf 
Mustafa está lleno de amor 
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El amor es una cosa increible 


Esto crea la ceniza cuando cae de la montafia 


EI carretera de corazones 
Transforma los sultanes en esclavos 
El amor es un acto de valentia 


Se olvidan de la tristeza y la ansiedad 
Los afectados por el amor 

Esta Пепо de lagrimas у maldiciones 
El amor contiene la propia separación 


Hierve mares 

Se roza las olas 

Se mueve las piedras 

El amor es una cosa de gran alcance 


Confunde la mente 

Él lanza en los mares 

Se incendia muchos corazones 
El amor es algo febril 


Eso que hará el pobre Yunus? 
A quien pueda pagar penas? 
Deja que saludas a su amigo 
El amor es una cosa deliciosa 


YA SABES? 
Usted saben mis amigos 
¿Quiénes son los verdaderos santos? 


Aquellos que están libres cuando lo necesito 


Los presentes cuando quiero 


Mi palabra a los sin amor 
Se ven como el eco de una cueva 


Los que ni siquiera tienen un toque de amor 


Sepa que viven en el desierto 


Ni siquiera decir una mentira 
No se acueste al amor 

Los que mienten aquí 
Merecen una mazmorra hay 


El que no sabe 


Y no se ven en el significado de la palabra 
Si desea que la presencia del Todopoderoso 


Está en el Coran la iluminación 
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Dios le ha dado у dara amor 

Para los que dicen que es mio 

Asi que el que tiene un toque de amor 
Tambićn cree en la existencia de Dios 


Yunus dice de nuevo para dar amor 
Como se hace viejo 

Acabamos el amor 

Es demasiado pronto 


EN LA TIERRA 

En lospaisesque he visto 

Hay muchasnaciones 

Algunos son grandes otros pequefios 

Ellos son alargadas como si estuvieran muertos 


Algunos son jövenes, algunos ya tienen edad 
Algunos son ministros, otros son maestros 
Las luces diurnas se convierten en noches 

Se extienden como mezclado con la oscuridad 
Subi a sus niveles 

Y dada la majestad de la muerte 

Muchos jövenes se extienden aqui 

Ellos no podian satisfacer sus deseos 


Se amplian al igual que su cabello plateado 
extendido por todas partes 

No han sido capaces de terminar su trabajo 
Sus dientes como perlas de la caida 


Aqui ampliado el joven estudiante 

iQuién le gusta ser educado 

¿Quién había vivido bastante 

¿Quién habló en voz baja como un ruiseñor 


Son nobles extendidas 

Cuyos caballos vuelan en el polvo 
A quićn fanfarrias juegan 

Los que son respetados por todos 


Se extienden las manos con henna de las chicas 
У si fueron hechas de azucar sus labios 

Se extienden a las mujeres con caras bonitas 

Y grandescomo lanzas 


Yunus no es consciente de su condicién 


El Todopoderoso le dijo estas palabras 
Novias de de rostros palidos 
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La mayoría se casó hace poco 


EL SENOR DEL UNIVERSO 
Mohamed es el sefior del universo 
El es el mayor de los profetas 
Cuando usted ora desde el corazón 
Resuelve todos los pecados 


Dios еп su creación tenia ejemplo de el 
La amaba y nombro su amado 

Todas las flores de la tierra 

iSon sudores del Mustapha 

Cuando Gabriel fue una invitación 

А Mohamed para la ascensión 

Lo que él deseaba durante su ascenso 
Fue la prosperidad de la comunidad 


Cuando usted se convierte en un creyente de él 
No se le depravades por nada 

Verá que los que creen 

Será colocado en los ochos paraísos 


Aquel que es fiel a estos consejos 

Y hecho sus deberes religiosos 

No hace falta decir, la voluntad de acuerdo 
Una ventaja después de la vida 


El culpable, la inocencia y el pecador 
Todo a la espera de su intercesión 
Los que se queman en el infierno 
Son aquellos que rechazan la tierra 


Yunus Emre dijo estas palabras 
De su corazón 

Pobre Yunus es el único que dice 
Este es el secreto de los creyentes 


¿QUÉ HACEMOS? 

¿Qué debemos hacer del rio de esta vida en e? 
Hemos dedicado nuestra alma a la lluvia, nos dimos 
Joyería al comerciante de oro 

Y minas para ser saqueados 


Yo soy el comerciante 

No estaba preocupado por las ganancias 
Debido a que hemos renunciado al beneficio 
Y le dimos el flagelo siendo saqueados 
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Los estudiantes de esta mentalidad 

No haga caso de la propiedad de la vida material 
Partimos desde el otro lado desnudo como este 
Y hemos dado al mundo para ser saqueado 


Incluso la fe con la blasfemia 

Es una pena que la mentalidad 
Nos relajamos con la blasfemia 
Nos dimos fe para ser despedido 


Con ideas de cientos de afios 

Antes de que Ilegue la tarde 

Nos dimos por vencidos el suefio inquebrantable 
Hemos dado la sospecha de ser despedido 


¿Qué puede Yunus con eso? 

Con una vida corta como esta 
Hemos alcanzado la inmortalidad 
Dimos la era para ser despedida 


VAMONOS 

No limitarnos a una vista 

Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 
No morir de vejez 

Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


Vamos a ir antes de morir, 

Antes de que nuestros rostros estaban palidos 
Antes de que los enemigos se involucren 

Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


Vamos no seamos tarde 

El ir a estar cerca de nuestro amigo 
El apogeo est en el nivel del maestro 
Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


Deja ciudades 

У llames a nuestro amigo 
Venga con amor 

Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


No se quede en este mundo 
Es efimeroque no seamos decepcionados 
No separarnos como estamos juntos 


Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


Renunciar al mundo 
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Vuele a la tierra de nuestro amigo 
Abandonar nuestros deseos, 
Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


Ven, sé mi guia 

Y pasando a nuestro amigo 

No mire al principio y al final 

Ir a nuestro amigo, nuestra alma! 


Antes de la muerte golpea a nuestra puerta 
Y antes de que pone fin a nuestras vidas 
Antes de Azrael aniquilar nuestras vidas 

Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


Vayamos al verdadero santo 
Solicitara el nuevo Dios 
Vamos Yunus Emre 

Ir a nuestro amigo, mi alma! 


UN CORAZON ROTO 

Si se ha roto el corazón una vez 
No se acepta su oración 

Incluso los setenta y dos naciones 
Laven sus manos y rostros 


Lleno de santos han ido y venido 
Dejaron su tierra natal 
Revelaron y volaron a Dios 

No son gansos pero homas 


La ruta debe ser en la dirección correcta 
El ojo debe ver el Todopoderoso 
El hombre debe ser humilde 


Esto no es una buena vista del ojo hacia abajo 


Si estás en el camino correcto 

Si mató a un hombre sostenía 

Si le hiciste un favor 

No es ni siquiera un poco de mil 


Yunus dijo estas palabras 

Como si la mezcla de miel y mantequilla 
O vende bienes para el pueblo 

Su esencia es una sal gema у no 


HE VENIDO PARA COMENZAR 

No tengo las decisiones aquí 

He venido desde 

Yo soy un comerciante con muchos bienes 
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Vine a venderlas si encuentro compradores 


Lleguć a la afeccićn 

No es para la acción 

La casa del amigo es el alma 

Llegué a la conciliaci6n 

Mi amigo es exhalaciön para mi locura 
Los amantes saben quićn soy 
Combinando mi dualidad 

Lleguć a ser un 

Es el sultan y yo soy su esclavo 

Yo soy el ruisefior en la jardineria del amigo 
En el jardin del sultan 


Yo vine a cantar 

Los amantes que se гейпеп aqui 
Tambićn sentirse alli 

Para Sultan 

Vine a explicar mis problemas 


Yunus Emre se enamoró 

Debido a su amor estaba en el dolor 
Delante del hombre real 

Vine a explicar mis problemas 


TENGO ASCENSO EN LA PARTE SUPERIOR DEL CIRUELA 
"Me subi a la parte superior de ciruela 

He probado las uvas aqui 

EI propietario del arbol estaba enojado 

Él me preguntó "рог qué comer mi árbol de pecan?» 


Puse cemento en el caldero 
Herví con el Nordeste 

Alos que me pregunte lo que era 
Me empapé y di corazón 


Me entregué a la caseta 

Pero no fue una bala 

Y dijo apresuradamente 
"Ven aqui por tu abrigo" 


Cargué el ala del gorrión 

Con mulas, cuarenta en cifras 

Ni siquiera podía tirar de una capa 
Su ala quedó así 


Incluso un pobre mosca 
Hit un águila 
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No es una mentira, pero la realidad 
Vi polvo por encima 


Luchć con un discapacitado 
Tomó mi pie sin una mano 
Yo no podia vencer a el 
бор mi esencia 


Una piedra me fue arrojado 

A la vuelta de la montafia de Kaf 
Siento que 

No me dolió mi cara 


Un pez subiö la ciruela 

Para comer encurtidos 

Una cigüeña ha dado a luz a un potro 
Mira lo que paso 


Le susurré a los ciegos 

El sordo escuchö lo que dije 
Los mudos hablan para mi 
Lo que tengo que decir 


Yo maté a un buey 

Lo he empujado al suelo 

Luego vino el propietario 

iQuién dice que "asesinaste mi ganso" 


Yo no me salvé de que, o bien 

Yo no sabia la razon 

Luego vino un vendedor ambulante 

Le dije: "¿por qué te llevaste mi espejo" 


Yo he aburrido una tortuga 

¿Quién estaba con el topo 

Le pregunté а la tortuga, en el camino a Kayseri 
"A dónde te vas? » 


Yunus dijo algo 

No significaba nada 

Usted ha escondido en la meta 
El falso no puede entender 


:QUÉ HARÉ YO? 

¡OH amigos! ¡Oh hermanos! ¿Qué haré yo? 

Si Dios me dice: «tú no eres mi siervo», 

¿que haré yo? 

Si mi cabeza desconcertada se inclina para siempre 
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y si mis lágrimas no cesan nunca, 

ique haré yo? 

Si en el día del juicio mi destino es el fuego 
iqué haré yo? 

Si aquel día me echan en cara mis pecados 

y si se llenan con lágrimas sangrientas mis ojos, 
ique haré yo? 

Si en presencia de Dios no puedo encontrar excusas, 
iqué haré yo? 

Si El no perdona mis pecados y culpas, 

iqué haré yo? 

Mi interior está lleno de malicia; 

si el infierno me es destinado como morada, 
iqué haré yo? 

Yunus dice que su alma está inquieta; 

algün día, cuando el cuerpo abrace la tierra, 

si encuentro mi tumba muy angosta, 

iqué haré yo? 


TENGO TANTOS PECADOS QUE... 
QUIEN dice que soy bueno, se equivoca; 
no soy bueno; soy malo, soy perverso. 

No se puede encontrar en el universo 

aun hombre tan culpable como yo. 

Tengo tantos pecados que ningün criminal 
puede rivalizar conmigo. 

Es mi lengua la que te engafia; 

ella finge ser creyente, 

pero mi corazón es libertino. 

Mi belleza física es fascinante, 

pero mi alma está podrida. 

Tampoco existe en Bagdad 

nadie tan malvado como yo. 

Mi exterior quemado parece maduro, 

pero mi verde interior está crudo. 

Aunque no veo más allá de mi nariz, 

doy noticias de los dos mundos. 

Mi caftán de derviche es una tapa 

para cubrir mis pecados. 

Mi corazón es andante, vaga por otros mercados; 
las palabras que liberan mis labios 

abren nuevas puertas a los misterios. 
Desengåfiate; mi exterior es familiar, es sincero, 
pero mi interior es ajeno, es forastero. 
Milengua pronuncia palabras dulces, 

pero mi corazón es un renegado. 

Aunque tengo buena fama, soy hipócrita. 
A quienes yo he guiado, llegan a Dios, 
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pero ami по me sirvieron mis consejos. 

Una vez que me dieron el titulo de jeque 

dejé de obedecer al Sefior. 

Una vez que gocé los placeres del mundo 

dejé de rezar al Sefior. 

El nombre de Yunus se difundió por todas partes, 
pero seguirà siendo un hombre malicioso 

a menos que El Misericordioso perdone sus pecados. 


LA CARNE ES MORTAL, MAS EL ALMA VIVE 
LOS que conocieron el misterio de la vida 

no podran sufrir. 

Los corazones que percibieron la verdad revelada 
no dejaran de latir. 

La carne es mortal, mas el aire vive; 

el que parte de este mundo no vuelve. 

El cuerpo es mortal, mas el alma vive. 

Ante los corazones que adoran joyas, 

si se abren cien mil vias, 

ninguna de ellas a ningun sitio conduce 

a menos que el Señor lo otorgue. 

Ten cuidado, a nadie rompas el corazon. 

Los corazones son de vidrio; 

una vez que se rompen 

jamas se recomponen. 

Yunus, mientras estás vivo, 

haz buenas obras; 

una vez que se va al mas alla 

no se vuelve jamas. 


SOY YO EL PRIMERO Y EL ULTIMO 

Soy yo el primero y el ultimo que ayuda a las almas, 
soy quien da la mano a los extraviados, 

soy la esperanza de los desesperados, 

soy la vista de los que no ven, 

soy quien revela los misterios inauditos, 

soy el espiritu que se esconde en los corazones, 
soy el agua que cae sobre las piedras, 

soy quien con una mirada detiene el mundo, 
soy quien sacia a los hambrientos, 

soy quien ampara a los amantes, 

soy el poder misterioso que allana los montes, 
soy quien creo esos cielos, 

soy el faro que ilumina los mares, 

soy el guia de los creyentes, 

soy quien impone el orden, 

soy quien escribió los cuatro libros, 

soy la lengua que recita El Corán, 
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soy el camino que conduce a la felicidad, 
soy quien derrama riquezas, 

soy el jardinero de todos los jardines, 

soy quien mandó a Hamza" al monte Kaf?**, 
soy quien puso alli el nido del Simurg***, 
soy yo quien dice estas palabras, no Yunus. 
Quien duda de esta verdad peca: 

soy yo el primero y el ultimo. 


* Tio de Mahoma, se distinguió por su valor y fuerza fisica en las guerras religiosas contra los 


paganos de Meca. 


**El monte legendario que segun la creencia popular viene a ser el confin 


del mundo. 


***Es la denominación de un pájaro legendario que habita en dicho monte. 


SOY EL CAUTIVO DEL AMOR 
AVISAD alos amantes; 

soy el que se enamora del amor, 

soy el que se sumerge en la mar 

como el mergo apasionado. 

Cielo y tierra están impregnados de amor, 
no existe otra cosa más valiosa que el amor. 
¿Es posible que haya alguien que desdefie el amor? 
Soy la fuente inagotable del amor. 

Soy el que toma agua de los mares, 

soy el que la ofrece a los cielos, 

soy el que contempla las nubes, 

soy el que vuela hasta la cuspide. 

Soy el trueno que brama, 

soy el que ayuda a los ángeles, 

soy el que envía las nubes, 

soy la lluvia que cae. 

En esas alturas vi a los ángeles, 

cada uno de ellos cumplía con su tarea, 


mientras todos juntos pronunciaban el nombre de Dios. 


Soy El Evangelio, soy El Corán. 

Quien presume de ver, no verá, 

quien se jacta de su sabiduría, no sabrá; 
el verdadero sabio sabe la verdad: 

soy el cautivo del amor. 


ESTE MUNDO PARA NADIE QUEDA 
AUNQUE el mundo está impregnado de Dios, 
nadie alcanza a ver su misterio. 

Si quieres verlo, báscale en tu mundo, 
descubrirás entonces que Él no está tan lejos. 
Esa tierra sobre la que caminas, 

esa comida con que te alimentas, 
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si crees que son tuyas, te equivocas. 

El otro mundo se halla fuera de mi vista, 

la virtud es lo que se queda en este mundo. 
El dolor de la ausencia es demasiado amargo, 
nadie volvió una vez que se marchó, 

mas el que viene a este valle se ira, 

sin remedio; todo ser humano este sorbete bebera. 
La vida es un largo puente 

por el que pasan todos, viejos о jovenes; 
pues venid, vamos a ser amigos, 

la vida sera mas facil para nosotros, 

amemos y que nos amen todos, 

pues este mundo a nadie le queda. 

Si escuchas y entiendes 

las palabras de Yunus, 

seguro que las aprovecharas: 

este mundo para nadie queda. 


EL RANGO DE LOS DERVICHES 

EL que posee el rango de los derviches 

se purifica, se deshace de todos los errores 

y su corazon se vuelve como plata labrada. 

Es como el viento que trae el perfume de almizcle, 
es como un arbol que da frutos, 

sus hojas curan todas las enfermedades, 

bajo su sombra se refrescan los desesperados. 

El lago del amor se desborda con una sola lagrima, 
en sus riberas brotan flores. 

Todos los poetas son ruisefiores en el jardin de Dios 
y Yunus Emre es una perdiz entre ellos. 


SALE MI LUNA 

CADA vez que me arrastro en su camino, 
sale mi luna; 

los inviernos se transforman entonces en primaveras 
y todos mis dias parecen ser fiestas. 

Las nubes son incapaces de ocultar mi luna, 
ni pueden deslustrar su fulgor. 

Jamas disminuye su Пепига 

y se dilata su esplendor desde la tierra. 

La luz de mi luna borra las tinieblas 

e ilumina las celdas oscuras en los corazones. 
¿Pueden vivir juntos en la misma celda 

el rayo penetrante y la sombra? 

Yo encontré mi luna aquí, en la tierra, 

iqué me importa el cielo? 

Mi frente debe alcanzar el suelo, 

si desde allí crece mi luna. 
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Faltan palabras para describir mi luna, 
mas los amantes la conocen. 

Faltan palabras para explicar mi pena, 
mas los amantes la saben. 

No culpćis a Yunus por haber amado, 
son muchos los seguidores del Amado; 
si su amor abraza a los amantes, 

Yunus tambićn ira a su lado. 


EL FUEGO DELAMOR 

EL fuego del amor que abrazó mi corazón 
me dejarå ardiendo. 

El alma solitaria que sufrió por la pasión 
me dejarå sufriendo. 

Me enamoré del Amado; 

su amor, que me puso la cadena, 

me dejarå encadenado. 

Los fieles cumplen su palabra, 

mas Та me volviste la espalda. 

Mis ojos, que se abrieron para mirarte, 

se cerrarån miråndote. 

Si el ruisefior llora por la ausencia, 

mi corazön se lamenta por el abrazo, 

y acabarå lamentåndose. 

Dice Yunus que en su jardin 

los ruisefiores gimen y las rosas crecen, 

y las rosas que pronuncian el nombre del Amado 
se marchitarån pronunciåndolo. 


EL ANGEL DE LA MUERTE 

No sé а quién busca esta vez la muerte; 

en la huerta de los seres cosecha vidas. 

Cuando el ångel de la muerte deambula entre nosotros, 
algunos se ahogan en lågrimas 

y otros se quedan en ruinas. 

Todo el mundo se arrastra ante su guadafia; 

a nadie perdona, viene la muerte sin aviso. 

No distingue valiente ni cobarde, padre ni hijo; 
si decide segar el alma а uno, le manda su beso. 
Yunus el Mistico, reza también tu por tu Sefior, 
pues no hay tiempo que malgastar; 

los dragones de la muerte echan fuego, 

vete al lado de tu Amado sin parar. 


ERES EL ALMA DE MI ALMA 
ERES el alma de mi alma, 

sin Ti no puedo resistir. 

iQué me importa ir al paraiso, 
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si alli no Te voy a encontrar! 

Cuando contemplo alrededor, 

mis ojos ven tu grandeza; 

y cuando hablo, 

mis labios describen tu hermosura. 
No habrå para mi otra busqueda, 

me perdi a mi mismo 

por llegar a tu morada. 

No sé donde estoy ni en qué estado me hallo. 
Matame setenta veces si quieres, 
igual que mataste a Cercis*. 

Verås que este descarriado hijo tuyo 
volvera a Ti setenta veces. 

Yunus se quedó maravillado de Ti, 
muéstrale tu belleza; 

él seguirà siendo un derviche infeliz 
а menos que le concedas tu alabanza. 


*Segun la tradición popular islámica, Cercis es un profeta o santo enviado después de Jesus con 
el fin de indicar a su pueblo la via recta, basandose en las normas predicadas por Jesucristo. Fue 
martirizado en setenta oportunidades por su pueblo, siendo resucitado la misma cantidad de 
veces. 


SI MI SENOR DA PENAS, DARA TAMBIEN SU REMEDIO 
OH derviche, ;por qué estas tan afligido? 

Si mi Sefior da penas, dara también su remedio. 
iCuåntos hombres acongojados han pasado por este mundo! 
Si mi Sefior da penas, dara también su remedio. 
Esta pena es para mi un alimento, 

lo que sube al cielo es mi lamento. 

El que te hace Погаг es El Compasivo. 

Si mi Sefior da penas, dara también su remedio. 
Pide al Sefior lo que deseas, 

no olvides mencionar su nombre. 

al que da angustia, no le priva de su favor. 

Si mi Sefior da penas, dara también su remedio. 
No te sumerjas en el mar del amor, 

hara соггег tus lagrimas. 

Es El Omnipotente quien a su siervo hace reir. 
Si mi Sefior da penas, dara también su remedio. 
Yunus, en tus ojos se ve el amor, 

te queda todavia harto camino por andar, 
invoca de dia y de noche al Creador. 

Si mi Sefior da penas, dara también su remedio. 


CANTA, MI PEQUENO RUISENOR, CANTA 


Los dias de verano ya Ilegaron, 
canta, mi pequeño ruiseñor, canta. 
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Las flores todo el campo decoraron, 
canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


Se fue el invierno, llegö la primavera, 
despiértate ya de ese descanso, 


todos los lugares se volvieron un paraiso, 


canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


Los arboles estrenan sus trajes verdes, 
en el cielo vuelan las aves, 

El Misericordioso perdona a las almas, 
canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


Siente el éxtasis del amor, 

aparta de tu corazon el dolor, 

sal frente al rosal, 

canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


La rosa brota de una ramita, 

mas por tu nostalgia se marchita, 
tu pena es mas grave que la mia, 
canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


El ruisefior està enamorado de la rosa, 
iquién sabe en qué estado se halla? 
sólo con su amor se consuela, 

canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


El tesoro del poder se descubrió 


y se esparció la misericordia para todos, 


los trajes de hulle* ya están listos, 
canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


Aquí estoy yo y el Amado allá, 

el cuerpo no detiene al alma, 

ya no me queda ni una lágrima, 
canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


Tu puedes volar, y yo ;qué puedo hacer? 


abriendo las alas me puedes dejar, 
quizá los mares puedas atravesar 
canta, mi pequefio ruisefior, canta. 


Pasaste la mitad de tu vida 

en este rosal, pero lo abandonas, 
querido compafiero de Yunus, 
canta, mi pequeño ruiseñor, canta. 
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*Segun la creencia popular, es el nombre del traje que se supone se viste en el paraiso. 


EL ALMA ES EL PODER DEL SENOR 
DEBEMOS preguntar a los sabios: 

iqué es el alma que habita en el cuerpo? 

El alma es el poder del Sefior, mas 

iqué es la sangre que recorre las venas? 

El pensamiento es como el criado de una mansión, 
la sangre es nuestra preocupación, 

la causa de nuestros lamentos es la pasión. 
¿Dónde está ahora ese gran Khan 

que hace algün tiempo gobernaba desde su trono? 
Demos gracias al Sefior por habernos creado 
y dado a todos la vida. 

iQué valor tendrán las riquezas y el poder 

si un día volveremos a desaparecer? 

Dios nos ha dado la vida 

para que conociéramos el mundo. 

Lo que poseemos, en esta vida se queda; 
¿dónde está ahora el rey Salomón? 

Si preguntas a Yunus, el discípulo de Tapduk*, 
qué ha entendido de esta vida, 

él te contestará: 

En esta vida falsa nadie sabe 

quién soy yo, y quién eres tu. 


*Maestro espiritual de Yunus Emre. 


TIENES QUE DESTROZAR MI CORAZÓN 
TIENES que destrozar mi corazón, 
si quieres ver lo que hay dentro, 
tienes que partir mi corazón. 

Hay algunos que se burlan de mí. 
iQuć me importa que se burlen 

si el Amado será mío! 

Los necios no sabrán adorarle. 

El camino del Amado es largo, 

lo cortan ríos profundos 

y está lleno de obstáculos 

que no dan paso a los viajeros. 
Hemos entrado por este camino 
con un amor en el corazón; 

nos despidieron con lágrimas, 

así empezó nuestro exilio. 

Que se preparen todos los amantes 
en esta carrera de amor. 

Si nuestra alma nos va a dejar 

iqué nos importa ganar! 
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Yunus, tu, ten cuidado, 

no entres en esta carrera, 

debes saber que los hay 

mas valientes que tu en esta vida. 


LA VERDADERA SABIDURÍA ES PODER SABER... 
LA verdadera sabiduria es poder saber 

у conocer tu propio corazön у tu alma; 

si no puedes Ilegar al fondo de tu ser, 

¿de qué sirve tanto leer? 

El objetivo de un estudioso 

es poder alcanzar al Todopoderoso; 

si fallas después de tanta lectura, 

es cosa perdida tu esfuerzo. 

No debe uno jactarse de su sabiduría, 

ni tampoco presumir de sus rezos. 

Si el hombre no se identifica con Dios, 

ipara qué sirven todos esos estudios? 

El significado de los cuatro libros sagrados 

se encierra en la primera letra del alfabeto; 

oh lector, si no lo ves y no lo entiendes, 

ide qué sirven tu sabiduría y conocimiento? 
Toda la verdad se revela en veintinueve sílabas, 
desde la primera hasta la ultima letra del alfabeto; 
oh hodja*, aunque tu la recitas, 

cierto es que su significado ignoras. 

Yunus Emre te dice esto, oh beato: 

aunque peregrines mil veces a la Meca, 

de nada sirven tus viajes 

si no puedes conquistar los corazones. 


*Término con dos acepciones: maestro e iman. 


CUANDO SALGO AL CAMINO SIN TI... 
CUANDO salgo al camino sin Ti, 

no puedo encontrar fuerzas para andar. 

Eres el vigor dentro de mí, 

eres la causa de mi alegría y de mi pesar. 
Quien se enamora del Amado 

se siente a sí mismo como un azor 

y acecha a las aves para cazar. 

А quien se enamora le dará el Sefior 

la fuerza de mil hombres. 

En el camino que conduce al Amado 

no son estorbos los montes. 

El que se enamora es como cien mil Ferhad*, 
derriba montes para traer agua de inmortalidad. 
La fuente de inmortalidad es un lugar 
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donde se reúnen los amantes 

para saciar alli sus deseos. 

No se considera un verdadero amante 

a quien suspira por el paraiso; 

el paraiso es la trampa de Dios 

para atrapar a los necios. 

El verdadero amante debe ser pobre 

у sumiso en el camino del Sefior; 
aunque mil veces le maldigas 

inclina su cabeza sin soltar palabra. 
Todos los que vinieron a este mundo 

se fueron alla sin remedio, 

mas los que probaron el néctar del amor, 
en esa trampa no van a caer. 

Yunus tampoco tuvo el deseo de ir al paraiso, 
ni alimentó el miedo del infierno. 

si él sale un día al camino 

será para volver a su origen. 


*En la literatura islámica representa la perseverancia y fidelidad. En este verso Yunus háce 
alusión a los esfuerzos realizados por Ferhad para encontrarse con Sirin, su amada. 


NUNCA PODRÁS SER DERVICHE 
EN la cofradía, los derviches me censuran: 
nunca podrás ser derviche. 

Los cofrades me aseguran: 

nunca podrás ser derviche. 

Para ser derviche se necesita un corazón ardiente, 
hay que verter lágrimas como ríos, 

hay que ser más dócil que el cordero. 
Nunca podrás ser derviche. 

А] que te pega, la mano no debes levantar, 
al que te maldice, la palabra no debes soltar. 
El derviche tiene que ser humilde. 

Nunca podrás ser derviche. 

Tu hablas sin cesar, 

no haces nada más que lamentarte 

y es muy grande tu enfado. 

Nunca podrás ser derviche. 

Sila ira fuera buena, 

Mahoma no la rehuiría. 

Con la ira que tienes 

nunca podrás ser derviche. 

Mientras la verdad no descubras, 

mientras al final no llegues, 

mientras el Sefior no lo permita, 

nunca podrás ser derviche. 

Yunus el Místico, prepárate, 
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en el mar del amor sumérjete; 
mientras el fondo no alcances, 
nunca podras ser derviche. 


CONTRA TI NO HE HECHO NADA 
OH, Sefior, cuando me pidas cuentas 
no tendrć ninguna excusa que exponer. 
Es cierto, malgasté mi vida, soy pecador, 
pero no he hecho nada contra Ti. 

Antes de nacer trazaste mi destino, 
desde que naci me proclamaste rebelde, 
antes de llegar a tu lado me juzgaste. 
Siempre has sido Tu quien ha decidido, 
acerca de mi porvenir Tu dispusiste 

e hiciste cuanto Te dio la gana. 

¿Cómo puedo yo ser culpable 

cuanto Та determinaste mi destino? 
Oh Sefior, ;por qué me hiciste tan desgraciado? 
Desde que abrílos ojos 

sólo vi calabozos, 

tuve miedo de los demonios 

y evité las tentaciones y errores. 

En las celdas oscuras, 

muchas veces comí porquerías 

para no morir de hambre. 

¿Qué he hecho contra Ti, Señor? 

;He robado tu patrimonio? 

¿Te he quitado tu poder? 

Aunque me mataste, 

todavía quieres vengarte. 

Me corrompiste el cuerpo, 

de tierra llenaste mis ojos. 

Hiciste construir un puente estrecho* 
sobre el cual tendiste trampas, 

¿cómo esperas que yo pase por él? 

Los que intentan pasar por ese puente 
tan delgado como el filo de una hoja, 
caerán o se asirán probablemente. 

Para el bien de la gente 


tus siervos también construyeron aquí un puente, 
quienes pasan por él 

van a la felicidad eterna. 

Su cimiento se quedará siempre intacto 

para que los pasajeros 

puedan encontrar tu recto camino. 


*Alusion al puente entre el paraíso y el infierno. 
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LA SABIDURIA DE LOS SANTOS ES UN OCÉANO 
LA sabiduria de los santos es un ocćano 

en el que 5010 se sumergen los amantes. 

Hay que ser tan habil como un mergo 

para sacar de su fondo aquella perla. 

Nos hemos convertido otra vez en un mergo 

en pos de esa alhaja. 

Hay que ser joyero para valorarla. 

Anda y calla, amigo, no seas pedante; 

hay que ser Ali* para alcanzar ese secreto. 

Mahoma conoció al Sefior viéndole en su interior; 

El esta por todas partes, 

para percibirle no hace falta mirar con los ojos. 
Convéncete, es Е] quien te da el sustento. 

Para levantar esa cortina ante tus ojos 

hace falta conocerse a si mismo. 

Lo digo por la boca de un amante; 

para no ser cautivo de tentaciones 

hay que ser generoso. 

Los sabios componen sus libros 

con letras negras sobre hojas blancas, 

mas los versiculos de este libro 

han sido escritos sobre los corazones. 

Anda tu, Sufi**, no seas hipöcrita, 

iquién puede realizar los deseos del siervo, sino el Sefior? 
En muchas aleyas del Corån se menciona: 

«Dios esta en los corazones». 

Este amor me emborrachö, no distingo la noche del dia. 
Siento en mi corazon la flecha de este amor. 

Ven ahora, Yunus el Mistico, sé respetuoso con los santos. 
El remedio para esa ausencia he averiguado: 

es la abstinencia de las pasiones del mundo. 


*Yerno de Mahoma, se distinguió por su valor en las guerras religiosas. 
**Persona dedicada al misticismo e imbuida de él. 


SI EL AMADO NO VIENE A Mi... 
Si el Amado no viene a mi, 

yo iré a buscarle. 

Sufriré con gusto fatigas y penas 

con tal de que me deje ver su belleza. 
Mi mercancia era un рийадо de tierra, 
incluso eso me lo quitò el amor; 
ahora no tengo mercancia ni tienda, 
ide qué me sirve ir al bazar? 

La tienda del Amado està puesta, 
mas a ella no me dejan entrar, 
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mi corazon аг4е por mis pecados; 

a mi Sefior mucho debo implorar. 

Mi corazon dice: «EI Amado es mio», 

mis ojos dicen: «El Amado es nuestro», 

mi corazon aconseja a mis ojos: «paciencia>, 
pero él no la tiene y pregunta: «;Dönde esta El?» 
¿Dónde debo buscarle? 

¿A quién debo preguntarle? 

Quizás a los que concedió su favor, 

alos felices que tuvieron su gracia, 

o a quienes siempre abrigo envidia. 

El Maestro Tapduk dice a Yunus: 

«Ya es tiempo de llegar a tu Dios». 

Pero ¿cómo podré alcanzarle 

siendo El tan alto y estando tan lejos? 


EL JUICIO FINAL 

NUNCA pensaste que ese día iba a llegar; 
cuando tus ojos pierdan su fulgor 

y tu cuerpo vaya a abrazar la tierra, 

tus labios no tendrán palabras que decir. 
Cuando llegue el ángel de la muerte, 

tus amigos poderosos no podrán ayudarte; 
es tan fuerte e impone tanto 

que tu esfuerzo contra él será insuficiente. 
Tu hijo irá a buscar ayuda de los vecinos, 
mandarán llamar a algunos amigos, 

no sirve arrepentirse en los últimos momentos; 
porque nadie moverá ni siquiera un dedo. 
Vendrá un hombre para lavarte*, 

habrá también algunos para verter agua, 

y por último habrá alguien para ponerte la mortaja, 
pero ninguno de ellos se preocupará de ti. 
Te van a colocar en un caballo de madera** 
y lo van a llevar al cementerio, 

allí van a dejarte en una fosa; 

nadie te verá más, ni oirán tu historia. 
Esperarán sólo tres días, no más; 

al cabo repartirán tus bienes, 

en aquel momento quizá hablarán de ti, 
después ni siquiera tu nombre recordarán. 
Yunus el Místico te da estos consejos, 

será mejor que no los pases por alto, 

pero las criaturas de hoy 

no los aprovechan, ni se benefician de ellos. 


*Segun la tradición islámica, debe lavarse el cuerpo de un difunto antes de ser sepultado. 
** Alusión al ataúd. 
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MIENTRAS RECORRIA EL MUNDO 
MIENTRAS recorria el mundo 

encontré algunos cementerios 

en los que yacen poderosos y humildes. 
Entre los moradores habia grandes sefiores. 


Algunos eran maestros, otros héroes; 
algunos eran visires, otros valientes, 
ahora, convertidos sus dias en noches, 
descansan igual que muchos otros. 


Antes caminaban por el Recto Camino, 
algunos escribian con la pluma en la mano, 
otros cantaban como ruisefores, 

todos yacen ahora juntos. 


Sobre las tumbas de los héroes 

vi llorar a los adultos у a los niños, 

al lado de sus piedras dejaron abandonados 
algunas flechas y arcos rotos. 


Antes sus caballos levantaban polvaredas, 
delante de ellos marchaban tafiedores. 
Algunos eran grandes зейогез, 

duermen ahora en sus suefios letales. 


Algunos eran muchachos alegres, 

de dia y de noche cantaban, 

mas separados ahora de sus madres 
descansan en sus pequefios sepulcros. 


Algunas eran bellas y esbeltas muchachas, 
tan altas como lanzas; 0111245 sus manos 
estaban tefiidas de alhefia; 

ahora estan convertidas en tierra. 


Algunos eran sirvientes; 

todos ellos estan en fila 

esperando la compasion del Sefior, 
duermen en sus moradas eternas. 


Yunus no sabe su destino, 

su lengua es el portavoz del Señor, 
mas un dia sera polvo sin duda 
como aquella recićn casada. 


EL AMOR SE PARECE AL SOL 
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ESCUCHADME; joh amigos! 

el amor se parece al sol; 

el corazön que carece de amor 

es tan duro como la piedra. 

En el corazón de piedra nada crece, 

de su lengua se desprende el veneno; 
aunque trata de decir cosas dulces 

sus palabras son como una guerra, crueles. 
El corazón que abriga amor, arde, 

se ablanda y se convierte en cera. 

En la morada de aquel Sultán, 

en su presencia bendita, 

la estrella de los amantes 

se parece al mensajero. 

Yunus, aparta de tu corazón ese temor, 
abandona también ese robledal, 

lo que necesitas es amor, 

igual que lo necesita un derviche. 


HAY MUCHOS HOMBRES EN ESTE MUNDO... 
HAY muchos hombres en este mundo 

que no logran aliviar sus pecados; 
inütilmente pasan sus vidas, 

lástima que no se den cuenta. 

Hay algunos cuyos ojos 

fueron cegados por la ignorancia; 

si les pides limosna por el amor de Dios, 
no te darán ni un mendrugo de pan. 

Este mundo es como una recién casada 
que se viste con colores verde y rojo; 
cuanto más la miras, 

más ganas tienes de mirar. 

La muerte que venció a muchos héroes 
también te va a atrapar; 

de la guadafia de Azrael* 

nadie puede escapar. 

Yunus el Místico, anda, no te detengas; 
entra por aquel camino cuando sano estés, 
pues al que no tiene 

ni cien hombres con armadura le podrán asaltar. 


*Angel de la muerte. 
LÍBRAME DE ESTE AMOR 
EH, tü que me censuras, líbrame de este amor, 


y si no tienes ese poder, 
no me hieras con tus palabras. 


387 


¿Crees que yo he llegado a este extremo 

por mi propia voluntad? 

No me encuentro en este estado por mi culpa. 
Los amantes son fieles siervos del Amado; 

si te vas a lamentar, 

dirígete a El, no a mí. 

Ante los ojos de quien bebe 

una vez el néctar del amor, 

borrachos y sobrios, conocidos y forasteros, 
pareceran todos iguales. 

A quien quita el velo de la faz del Amado 

no se le censura ni se le pregunta 

iquién es bueno, quién es malo? 

Sólo un amante puede saber mi estado. 

El amor es un misterio, un tesoro escondido. 
Yo no me atrevo a mezclarme entre los amantes; 
si revelo sus secretos, sera un pecado. 

Si Yunus ha de matarse con la espada del Amado 
no le dara pena, ya que el amante 

que a su lado se despierta 

renace con el signo del amor. 


LOS CORAZONES SON DE VIDRIO 

Si una vez rompiste el corazön a alguien, 

no puedes recomponerlo con solo una plegaria al Sefior. 
Tu peso no le alivia aunque intervengan 

setenta y dos naciones a tu favor. 

iSabes cuántos santos han pasado por este mundo? 
Ellos han dejado solamente un recuerdo; 

sus almas volaron al lado del Amado, 

abriendo las alas igual que los pajaros. 

El camino del Sefior es justo, 

los ojos que Le perciben son dichosos. 

El verdadero hćroe desdefia la fama; 

los ojos que miran desde lo alto, no ven. 

Si no te has desviado del camino recto, 

si has sido respetuoso con los santos, 

si has hecho obras buenas, 

tu riqueza aumentarà mil veces. 

Yunus os dice estas verdades 

mezclando mantequilla y miel a sus palabras; 

su mercancia no es sal, sino joyas. 
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ARABIC 


ж 
هودافنديغار» أصبحت نظرته الرائعة مرآة قلوبنا‎ UY ga .منذ أن نظر إلينا‎ 


* 


.أيها الدرويش يونسء Y‏ تقل هذه الكلمات بطريقة خاطئةء GY‏ الملا قاسم سيأتي ليدينك 


ж 

ومعنى المعرفة أن الإنسان يعرف الحقيقةء فإذا لم تقرأ وتعرف فهذا مضيعة للجهد. لا تقل أنك قرأت وتعرف» Y‏ تقل أنك 
.عبدت كثيرّاء إذا كنت لا تعرف الحقء فلا فائدة من الركض إلى المكان Dali‏ 

* 


.وقد حصل يونس على نصيبه من تبدوك وسلتوك وباراك 
ولهذا السبب كان قلبي مضطرباًء كيف لي أن أبقى مخفياً؟ 


* 


أمشي من مدينة إلى أخرى. أبحث عن المشايخ وأسأل الجميع بكل لغة. من يعرف حالتي بالخارج؟ تعال وانظر لي ماذا فعل 
.الحب بي 


* 


.زرت أوروم ودمشق. جميع المحافظات العليا | لقد أردت ذلك بشدة ولكن لم أتمكن من العثور عليه» رجل مسكين مثلي 


* 


.أثناء محادثة مولاناء كان هناك ترفيه مع الساز» وكان عارف منغمسًا في pinoli‏ لدرجة أن الملائكة تعرف ذلك 


* 
.يجمع يونس هذه الكلمات ويضيف العسل إلى الزيت. يبيع بضاعته للجمهور. الحمولة هي خام وليس ملح 


* 


كلمة تبيض وجه من يقولها وهو يعلم 
كلمة تنضج الكلمة وتساعد صاحبها 


* 


كلمة تحول جحيم هذا العالم إلى ثماني سماوات 


ж 

.يونس ما أجمل قولك أكلت العسل والسكر. لقد وجدت العسل» فلتنهب خليتي 

ж 

sil‏ قمت بنزهةء ورأيت القبور في الصباح 

Cul)‏ هذه الجلود الرقيقة ممزوجة بالتراب الأسود 

ж 

دع عنك هم الموت» فالعشاق Y‏ يموتون» إنهم خالدون. وكيف يكون cs gall‏ للحبيبء لأنه النور الإلهي. لماذا تخاف من 
.الموت؟ وبهذا تنفع إن شاء الله. واعلم أنك calli‏ والموت عمل فاسد باطل 
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* 
نهاية الذين وضعوا aga‏ على هذه الدنيا الندم. أولئك الذين يسمون allali‏ ملكهم سوف يصبحون في النهاية أعداء له 
* 


alle,‏ أن تترك العرش والتاج» القوة التي أخذتهاء محمد «Galli sle all‏ عنده شفاعتنا 


* 
.ما يسمونه dli S‏ درويثًا ليس سترة „AL g‏ من يحول قلبه إلى درويش لا يحتاج إلى سترة 


ж 

العلم يعرف. المعرفة هي أن تعرف نفسك. إذا كنت لا تعرف نفسكء ما هو نوع العمل الذي يجب أن تعرفه؟ 
ж‏ 

.والغرض من المعرفة هو معرفة الحقيقة. إذا كنت تقرأ ولا تعرف» فهذا مضيعة للجهد 

ж 


]5| كسرت قلب شخص ما مرة واحدة» فهذه ليست الصلاة التي تؤديها. حتى اثنتين وسبعين دولة Y‏ تستطيع أن تغسل يديك 
.ووجهك لتطهرك 


* 


الطريق يجب أن يؤدي إلى الحقيقة. العين هي ما يجب أن يرى الله. يجب على الإنسان أن يبقى متواضعاً. العين التي تنظر من 
.فوق ليست عينا 


* 


.أتجول بينما أحترق. لقد رسمني الحب بالدم. أنا لست Y LSS‏ مجنونا. تعال وانظر لي ماذا فعل الحب بي 


* 


“لم أكن أعرف هذه الطريقة» وقع الحب في قلبي ويستمر 
.القلب المضطرب يفيض من يدي Gall‏ 


أولئك الذين لا يحترقون بالحبء أولئك الذين Y‏ يعتقدون أنهم سيموتون 
élil jl‏ الذين لا يفتحون agi ge‏ ويستيقظون يصبحون في غفلة 

»كان هذا الحب حلما بالنسبة e‏ جعله الله فعالا 

IS,‏ درويش يونس Iya‏ يطير بين الناس 


* 


dig] cs dl ee ag et 
هو جميل محمد‎ iii 
الباطل‎ due تعال واشفع في‎ 
اسمه جميل» هو جميل محمد‎ 


* 


. أنت النبي الحقيقي بلا شك. أولئك الذين لا يتبعونك سيبقون بلا إيمان. اسمه جميل الجميل محمد 


* 
| لقد وقعت في الحب باسم الله 
.لم أستطع الحصول على ما يكفي من مذاقه 
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لقد انضممت للتو إلى صفوف القديسين 
LI,‏ بحاجة إلى الله! الدنيا لا تربح 


فلنقل "الله" ونحترق Laila‏ 
قراري لن يترك اسمك طالما أتذكره 
لقد وقعت في النارء وسأحترق دائمًا 

أحتاج إلى call‏ فالعالم لا فائدة dia‏ 

ж 

اعلم أنه لا يوجد شخص بدون حب في العالم 

.كل واحد منهم لديه حب لشيء ما وهو في حالة حب 
»هناك مائة ألف نوع من الحب في عالم الله 


* 
.ماذا يفعلون بالأشجار الجافة؟ فيقطعونها ويحرقونها بالنار. من لم يقع في الحب فهو كالشجرة اليابسة 


* 


»اسمعوا يا أحبائي» الحب كالشمس 
.القلب بلا حب كالحجر 


* 


.حبك سلبني كوني نفسي. Ul‏ بحاجة لك» أنت. Li‏ أحترق» في كل لحظة. Li‏ بحاجة al cell‏ 


* 


فلنقل الله في كل وقت . دعونا نرى ماذا يفعل الله؟ دعونا نقف على الطريق. دعونا نرى ماذا يفعل الله؟ 


* 
.فلنبكي إلى الله في سبيل الله. هذا واحد لدى الجميع. أتمنى الحبيب من الله . دعونا نرى ماذا يفعل الله 
* 

Ule‏ في غير مكاني في هذا العالم 

.نطاقي وتوقفي هناك 

gals gills‏ وجري 

.بلدي هال وبوراج هناك 


* 


.إذا نظرت أبصرتك عيني» وإذا تكلمت فأنت كلامي. ليس لدي كنز أفضل من الاعتناء بك 


* 


با og ije‏ أجطها bhai‏ من أجلك 
dan)‏ جميل» هو Quam‏ محمد 
تعال واشفع في عبدك الشرير 
اسمه جميل» هو جميل محمد 


أولئك الذين يؤمنون لديهم معاناة كثيرة 
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وسوف تأتي المتعة في الآخرة 
وهو المصطفى ثمانية عشر ألف عالم 


رؤية السماوات السبع 
تحوم فوق العرش 
من دعا الله لأمته في المعراج 


ماذا سيفعل يونس بعالمين بدونك؟ 
أنت النبى الحقيقى بلا شك 
ومن لا يتبعك فلا إيمان له 

daul‏ جميل» هو uam‏ محمد 


* 


,| كسرت قلب уа aal‏ 5« فهذه ليست صلاة قمت بها 


* 


.فالعين التي تنظر إلى الأسفل من فوق ليست Uje‏ 


* 


.دع الدرويش ينظر إليك S g‏ مشرقاً من الداخل والخارج 


ж 

. لقد رسمني الحب بالدم 
АЕ‏ 
ye‏ فل ال 


ie al Gal‏ الريح 

في بعض الأحيان LI‏ الغبار Jie‏ الطرق 
في بعض الأحيان أتدفق مثل الفيضانات 
— تعال وانظر لي ماذا فعل الحب بي 


أنا أتدفق مثل الأنهار 
Sal‏ شيخي وأبكي 
تعال وانظر لي ماذا فعل الحب بي 


دعني ألتقى بك 
تعال وانظر لي ماذا فعل الحب بي 


أمشي من مدينة إلى أخرى 

.أجعل شيخي Ste‏ | من لغة إلى لغة 
من Ul‏ في الأراضي الأجنبية؟ 

تعال وانظر لي ماذا فعل الحب بي 
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أنا أمشي مثل مجنون 

أرى ذلك الحبيب في الأحلام 
أستيقظ واشعر بالياس 

تعال وانظر لي ماذا فعل الحب بي 


| مسكين يونس أنا عاجز 
Ul‏ مجروح من الراس إلى أخمص القدمين 
ralja kla АЕ‏ الواح 
تالو ¿al da Ma‏ 
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